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JULIA   HOWARD. 


CHAPTER  I. 

I  have  given  some  tears  to  my  late  country 
And  many  thoughts,  and  then  addressed 
Myself  with  those  around  me,  to  create 
Me  a  new  home. 

BYRON. 

O'CONNOR,  on  his  arrival  at  Saromirg 
on  the  following  morning,  informed  the 
authorities  of  the  murder  of  Turkheim. 
The  magistrates,  escorted  by  a  troop  of 
Nadasti's  pandours,  proceeded  to  the  rocks 
of  Karlsberg ;  the  robbers  had  decamped, 
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and  no  trace  remained  of  the  fearful 
tragedy  of  the  night,  save  a  mound  of 
earth  heside  the  pool,  and  a  deep  red  stain 
on  the  sandy  margin  of  the  basin,  over 
which  a  hungry  raven  was  wheeling  in  low 
circles.  The  little  mound  was  again 
opened,  and  the  body  of  the  illfated  soldier 
was  removed  to  Saromirg  for  interment. 
O'Connor  accompanied  the  magistrates  in 
their  bootless  visit  to  the  Labyrinth,  and 
having  sworn  his  deposition,  and  having 
followed  his  friend  to  the  grave,  where  he 
was  laid  with  all  the  proud  and  mournful 
pomp  of  martial  rites,  he  proceeded  on  his 
journey  to  Vienna. 

He  wrote  to  the  Countess  von  Zichy, 
asking  an  interview.  She  consented  to 
receive  him.  He  found  her  alone,  and 
bearing  on  her  beautiful  face  the  withering 
traces  of  an  untold  grief  which  the  ab- 
sence of  mourning  and  of  the  formal  trap- 
pings of  sorrow  rendered  even  more  pain- 
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fully  touching.  He  told  her  some  details 
of  Turkheim's  death,  dwelling  on  the 
deep  love  which  had  dictated  the  last 
message  to  her,  and  suppressing,  with  the 
quick  delicate  tact  of  sympathy,  all  allu- 
sion to  the  unhappy  cause  of  her  lover's 
early  death.  He  gave  her  back  her  pic- 
ture and  her  letters,  and  then  rose  to  take 
his  departure.  Ottilie  could  not  speak  ; 
a  choking  sensation  grasped  her  throat, 
and  her  cold  lips  trembled,  but  she  pressed 
his  hand,  and  ere  he  could  even  leave  the 
room,  she  sank  down  again  on  her  chair 
with  her  eyes  fixed  vacantly  on  those 
letters,  which  seemed  like  a  message  from 
the  dead.  Lord  Deepdene  had  long  since 
left  Vienna,  so  that  O'Connor,  having 
nothing  more  to  detain  him,  hurried  on  to 
to  Durrenstein. 

In  the  home  of  his  fathers,  the  cottage 

o 

of  Glen  Clara,  there  had  been  many  a 
secret  well-spring  of  bitterness,  concealed 
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and  drank  in  silence,  but  not  the  less 
bitter  for  that.  The  first  phasis  of  life 
displayed  to  him  was  that  which  leaves  the 
most  profoundly  painful  impression  on  the 
ductile  character  of  early  youth.  The 
heart-sickening  struggle  with  adverse  for- 
tune, blights  the  fresh  and  buoyant  hopes 
of  a  young  man  more  surely  than  any  other 
form  of  misfortune ;  for  in  such  conven- 
tional and  comparative  poverty  there  is 
nothing  to  arouse  the  pride  of  fortitude,  or 
to  excite  the  determined  spirit  of  firm  en- 
durance. The  thousand  galling  humilia- 
tions of  high-born  indigence,  the  degrading 
servitude  of  debt,  the  petty  insolence  of 
the  clamorous  creditor,  the  pang  of  im- 
potent regret  when  failing  means  forbid 
the  poor  justice  of  tardy  payment  to  the 
man  whose  honest  industry  has  been  taxed 
to  minister  to  the  lavish  waste  of  former 
prodigality,  and  whose  forbearance  presses 
more  persuasively  than  the  harsh  urgence 
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of  \\\e  usurer.  All  these,  which  would  be 
but  meet  retribution  for  a  man  who  had 
incurred  ruin  by  the  follies  of  an  unbridled 
youth,  fall  with  unremitted  and  unmiti- 
gated severity  on  those  who  inherit  the 
wrecks  of  property  left  by  a  spendthrift 
ancestry. 

Allaster  had  but  too  well  known  all 
these  corroding  cares.  They  taught  him 
to  know  poverty.  But  for  them,  he  would 
have  little  heeded  the  privation  of  luxu- 
ries which  he  despised.  His  dog,  his  gun, 
the  red  deer,  and  the  grouse,  the  free 
range  of  the  heathery  moorland,  the  ascent 
of  the  towering  mountain  ;  the  exciting 
contest  with  the  foaming  waves  of  the 
swelling  lake :  these  would  have  been 
pleasures  for  him.  The  shelter  of  their 
lowly  roof,  the  homely  fare  of  their  frugal 
board,  the  glow  of  their  humble  hearth, 
would  have  satisfied  his  wants  and  wishes 
had  he  been  free  from  the  cankering  pres- 


6  JULIA    HOWARD. 

sure  of  pecuniary  embarrassments,  and  the 
harassing  uncertainties  of  an  existence 
constantly  exposed  to  impending  ruin. 

Allaster  O'Connor  had  loved  his  father 
with  the  warm  affection  of  a  son  and  the 
devotion  of  a  clansman.  Manly,  honour- 
able, high-minded,  and  warm-hearted,  a 
gallant  soldier,  and  a  man  without  a  fault, 
the  O'Connor  well  deserved  the  enthusi- 
astic love  of  his  son.  It  was,  therefore, 
with  no  common  feeling  of  indignant 
sorrow  that  Allaster  had  seen  his  father's 
noble  spirit  bowed  down  by  the  anticipa- 
tion of  coming  evil,  which,  year  after  year, 
he  suffered  for  the  faults  and  foibles  of  his 
predecessors,  bearing  the  penalty  of  their 
vices  and  their  selfish  prodigality,  and 
striving,  amid  privation  and  self-denial,  to 
discharge  the  debts  accumulated  by  two 
generations.  Allaster  had  seen  his  father 
grieved  in  the  midst  of  their  own  distress, 
by  the  stern  fiat  of  justice  which  forbad 
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generosity,  and  denounced  charity  as  dis- 
honesty ;  he  had  seen  him  obliged  to  look 
with  powerless  compassion  on  his  tenants, 
toiling  for  their  scanty  bread  in  squalid 
want,  while  the  claims  of  his  creditors 
rendered  it  utterly  impossible  to  afford  the 
assistance  and  employment  which  would 
have  enabled  the  peasants  to  enjoy  the 
moderate  portion  of  comfort  which  ought 
to  reward  the  toil  of  industry. 

Now  all  this  was  passed  away.  The 
chief  slept  with  his  kindred  dust,  the 
weary  spirit  was  at  rest,  and  his  name  and 
his  memory  alone  remained  to  Allaster, 
urging  him  with  mute  eloquence  to  hold 
himself  worthy  of  the  father  whom  he  had 
so  fondly  and  entirely  loved.  Free  from 
debt,  free  from  the  oppression  of  English 
laws,  Allaster  felt  himself  at  last  a  free- 
born  man.  The  remembrance  of  past 
suffering  lent  a  double  relish  to  the  plea- 
sures which  his  new  home  and  his  adopted 
country  offered  him. 
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The  Grafliche  Schloss  was  indeed  a  home 
to  O'Connor.  The  veteran  general,  and 
the  two  young  girls,  received  him  with 
equal  affection,  and  welcomed  him  back  as 
a  son  and  a  brother.  Allaster  was  proud 
of  the  old  man,  and  proud  of  his  affection  : 
he  was  fond  of  the  two  bright,  blooming, 
joyous  girls.  Society,  the  chase,  music, 
literature,  every  thing  that  could  speed  the 
day,  or  add  to  the  pleasure  of  the  evening, 
surrounded  him.  The  mingling  of  homely 
simplicity  and  humble  household  avoca- 
tions, with  the  exquisite  grace  of  intel- 
lectual refinement,  excited  Allaster's  curio- 
sity. These  contrasts  are  ever  to  be  found 
in  the  domestic  life  of  Germany,  and  add 
much  to  its  charms ;  but  to  Allaster  they 
were  new,  and  consequently  doubly  attrac- 
tive. 

The  Gordon  hussars  were  not  just  then 
very  actively  employed,  so  that  although 
his  health  was  soon  perfectly  restored, 
O'Connor  determined  to  spend  the  full 
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term  of  his  leave  at  home.  The  snow  had 
fallen  during  many  days  in  thick  fleecy 
flakes,  darkening  the  breathlessly  calm  air  ; 
at  length  a  sharp  wind  swept  the  clouds 
from  the  clearing  sky,  and  the  sun  shone 
out  in  all  the  brilliancy  of  frost.  The 
broad  current  of  the  Danube  was  locked 
in  ice,  beneath  which  the  prisoned  waters 
growled  and  roared  like  distant  thunder. 
The  snow  sheeted  the  earth  with  a  veil  of 
dazzling  white,  glistening  on  the  heights 
with  the  rose-hues  caught  from  the  sun- 
beams, while  a  transparent  pearly  blue 
tinge  was  diffused  over  every  object  which 
lay  in  shadow.  The  brown  tracery  of  the 
leafless  oaks  glittered  in  crystal  frost- 
work, and  the  pines  bent  their  pensile 
boughs  beneath  the  fringe  of  frozen  snow 
hanging  from  their  dark  foliage.  The  entire 
suspension  of  rural  labour,  the  absence  of 
the  housed  cattle  from  the  fields,  and  of 
the  boats  from  the  river,  lent  an  aspect  of 
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sleep  to  the  scene.  It  was  all  new  to 
O'Connor,  accustomed  to  the  tepid  humi- 
dity of  the  Irish  climate,  and  to  the  soft 
melting  grey  and  brown  tints  of  the 
scenery  on  the  western  coast  of  Ireland. 
His  enjoyment  of  the  winter  life  of  Ger- 
many was  great  in  proportion  to  the  novel 
aspect  it  assumed  to  him. 

The  sledges  were  soon  put  in  requisition, 
and  he  revelled  with  almost  boyish  eager- 
ness in  the  pleasures  of  the  ice.  Alma 
was  generally  his  companion  in  the  sledge. 
Friederike  was  his  partner  in  skating  on 
the  river,  where  he  spent  hour  after  hour 
in  imitating  her  graceful  evolutions,  until 
he  almost  rivalled  her  winged  speed  and 
daring  pace. 

One  afternoon  the  post  came  in  as  he 
sat  beside  Alma's  spinning  wheel,  reading 
to  her  as  she  spun.  Riekchen  threw  him 
a  letter  and  then  bounded  off  to  her  father 
with  the  newspapers. 
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The  letter  was  from  Lord  Deepdene. 
Alma  watched  O'Connor's  half  averted 
face,  as  he  opened  it,  and  her  quick  femi- 
nine tact,  sharpened  by  the  sympathetic 
instinct  of  her  affection,  detected  the 
trembling  eagerness  with  which  he  seized 
it.  As  he  read  the  first  page,  she  saw  the 
keen  glance  of  expectation  change  to  the 
blank  look  of  disappointment,  and  gently 
laying  her  hand  on  his  shoulder,  she  asked 
him,  had  he  received  any  unpleasant  intel- 
ligence. 

"No,  Alma  dearest,  no,"  he  said ;  "  I 
am  disappointed,  that  is  all.  This  letter 
is  from  Lord  Deepdene,  I  hoped  it  had 
been  from  Colonel  Herbert.  I  hear 
nothing  of  people  of  whom  I  wished  to 
hear  something.  But  go,  get  on  your  furs, 
Alma,  the  sledge  will  be  round  directly, 
and  we  shall  have  a  delightful  drive/' 

"  I  shall  be  ready  in  two  minutes,"  said 
Alma ;  "  don't  forget  that  you  have  pro- 
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mised  to  drive  very  fast ;  I  shall  keep  you 
to  your  word !" 

"  You  want  to  be  frightened,  Anmuth,'" 
lie  answered,  giving  her  the  pretty  pet 
name  bestowed  on  her  by  Count  O'Donnel. 
''  I  won't  baulk  you,  so  bring  out  your  salts 
and  eau  de  Cologne,  and  all  the  means  and 
appliances  for  a  well  performed  fainting  fit. 

The  young  Countess  sprang  away  to  pre- 
pare for  her  drive.  Allaster  smiled  as  her 
light  figure  disappeared.  He  observed  the 
change  which  had  x?ome  over  her  since  he 
had  first  seen  her.  Then  she  was  soft  and 
gentle  and  very  quiet,  now,  since  his  return 
from  Silesia,  she  was  lively  and  playful  as 
even  Rika  herself.  Had  his  heart  been 
free  from  the  haunting  memory  of  Julia 
Howard,  the  young  beauty  of  Alma  might 
have  been  dangerously  dear  to  him ;  but 
as  it  was,  the  wild  rose  of  the  Danube 
bloomed  in  its  delicate  beauty  unnoticed, 
save  with  a  brother's  approving  fondness. 
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It  was  well  for  O'Connor  that  she  had 
left  him  alone  to  read  Lord  Deepdene's 
letter,  which  was  dated  from  Herbert 
House,  Dublin.  The  first  page  was  filled 
with  the  thousand  topics  of  the  day ;  the 
nothings  that  derived  their  interest  only 
from  Lord  Deepdene's  lucid  style,  polished 
wit,  and  profound  knowledge  of  men  and 
man.  But  all  the  playful  piquancy  of  the 
letter  was  lost  on  the  reader ;  one  name 
had  caught  his  eye,  and  he  turned  from 
the  unread  page  sparkling  with  anecdote 
and  pleasantry,  to  read  the  last  paragraph. 
It  was  but  this, — 

"  Charley  Herbert's  marriage  is  settled. 
They  are  to  be  married  to-morrow,  and 
then  they  go  to  Italy  for  the  winter.  Julia 
has  acted  nobly  by  him,  and  he  was  not 
worthy  of  her.  But  I  need  not  give  you 
my  opinion  on  the  business,  as  Charley  says 
he  will  write  to  you  immediately.  He  is 
honourable  though  wild,  and  as  his  wife  is 
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so  very  beautiful,  1  hope  he  will  love  her, 
although,  as  the  witty  Madame  de  Cavoye 
said,  le  sacrament  ait  passe  par  la" 

Allaster  sat  for  a  space  gazing  stupidly 
on  the  letter.  He  was  stunned  by  the 
blow.  A  sick  sense  of  hollowness  and 
vacancy  at  his  heart,  and  an  utter  sub- 
mission to  despair  lay  like  the  chill  of 
palsy  on  his  whole  being.  At  length  he 
heard  Alma's  step  on  the  stairs,  and  Rika's 
clear  voice  mingling  with  the  barking  of 
her  dogs.  Unwilling  that  any  one  should 
witness  his  hour  of  agony,  or  note  his  weak- 
ness in  the  fierce  contest  of  wounded  pride 
and  baffled  passion,  he  started  up,  threw 
open  a  window,  jumped  down  into  the 
garden,  and  hid  himself  in  the  woods. 

For  perhaps  half  an  hour  he  traversed 
the  frozen  windings  of  the  valley,  until  the 
cold  air,  and  the  snow  showered  from  the 
laden  bows  melting  on  his  brow,  calmed 
the  fever  in  his  tense  veins.  Aided  by 
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their  opiate  power,  he  mastered  his  rebel 
feelings,  and  masking  the  strife  within  by 
an  assumed  calmness,  and  calling  a  false 
smile  to  his  lip,  he  returned  to  the  house. 
The  sledge,  a  shell-shaped  car,  piled  with 
furs,  was  at  the  door ;  the  two  Turkish 
horses  impatiently  neighing,  tossing  their 
heads  and  ringing  the  small  sweet  bells  of 
their  harness. 

"  Some  wine,  Dwyer  !  "  said  Allaster  to 
the  old  soldier  who  stood  at  the  door  con- 
templating the  equipage,  which  was  his 
especial  pride. 

O'Connor  turned  into  the  dining-room, 
and  the  major-domo  offered  him  a  flask  of 
Hock. 

"  Not  that  vinegar,  Tim.  Let  me  have 
Madeira." 

He  filled  a  deep  goblet,  and  drained  it 
at  a  draught.  He  was  about  to  fill  another, 
when  Dwyer  quietly  took  the  bottle  from 
the  table. 
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"No,  no,  alanna ;  you  cannot  drink 
the  second  tumbler  of  wine  when  you  are 
going  to  drive  my  child,  and  in  that  turn- 
out. The  Turks  require  a  sober  man  to 
handle  the  ribbons." 

"  Well,  be  it  so  !  "  said  O'Connor.  "  And 
now  for  my  pretty  cousin." 

"  I  wish  you  were  our  brother,  Allas- 
ter,"  cried  Friederike,  as  he  placed  Alma 
in  the  sledge. 

"  I  could  almost  wish  I  were  your  bro- 
ther, Rika,"  he  replied ;  "  1  had  been  happy 
had  I  never  known  another  home." 

"  I  have  won  him  from  you,  Alma ! M 
cried  Riekchen.  "  He  only  wishes  to  be 
my  brother ;  so  you  see,  little  sister,  he 
loves  me  best.  I  am  prouder  of  this  victory 
than  of  my  success  at  the  Archduchess's 
fete  last  year,  when  I  won  the  diamond 
bracelet.  Allaster  is  worth  a  mine  of 
diamonds,  and  I  have  won  him  with  rny 
own  self, — 1  only  won  the  bracelet  with 
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Brunette  here."  And  she  patted  the 
clouded  barrel  and  brown  stock  of  her 
rifle,  and  laughed  her  joyous  chiming  laugh. 
Allaster  continued  to  draw  the  folds  of 
sable  and  velvet  round  Alma's  fragile  form 
without  listening  to  the  chatter  of  the 
mischievous  fairy.  But  Alma  heard  her, 
and  turned  her  head  to  hide  a  deep  blush 
mantling  on  her  cheek. 

"  Lasset  fahren !  "  cried  O'Connor  as  he 
gathered  up  the  reins,  and  the  fiery  Turks, 
freed  from  the  restraining  grasp  of  the 
grooms,  flew  out  of  the  court. 

The  road  Allaster  chose  lay  among  the 
hills ;  sometimes  it  passed  through  villages, 
sometimes  it  wound  through  the  woods. 
The  elastic  air,  through  which  every  light 
sound  rang  with  a  tinkling  chime, — the 
clear  outlines  of  every  mountain-range, 
however  remote, — the  deep  blue  of  the 
cloudless  sky, — the  brown  shade  of  the 
pine-woods  contrasting  with  the  radiance 
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of  the  light  reflected  from  the  snow, — the 
prismatic  colours  glittering  on  the  icicles 
which  filled  the  bed  of  every  stream,  fall- 
ing in  tiny  cascades  over  the  rocks,  and 
fixed  as  it  fell, — all  these  lent  a  character 
of  wondrous  beauty  to  the  scene.  The 
bells  of  the  harness  rang  their  merry  peal 
at  every  bound  of  the  horses ;  the  axe  of 
the  woodman  woke  the  echoes  in  the  arches 
of  the  forest ;  the  voices  of  laughing  chil- 
dren at  play  came  light  to  the  ear,  and  the 
measured  strokes  of  the  flail  from  every 
barn  called  up  associations  of  rural  labour 
and  prosperity,  which  enhanced  the  attrac- 
tion of  the  more  romantic  attributes  of 
the  landscape. 

On — on — still  on  they  flew.  Allaster 
sought  to  escape  from  his  bitter  thoughts, 
and  urged  his  horses  to  their  speed.  The 
foam  gathered  on  the  bits,  the  hot  breath 
of  the  horses  condensed  by  the  cold  curled 
in  wreaths  of  white  vapour  over  their 
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heads, — the  veins  distended  by  exertion, 
swelled  on  their  sinewy  limbs, — still  on — 
still  on.  Miles  were  passed,  and  yet 
O'Connor  urged  his  arrowy  flight  along 
the  glassy  track  on  the  beaten  snow.  He 
was  silent,  and  Alma  sought  in  vain  to 
guess  the  secret  cause  of  that  unwonted 
gloom,  and  longed  to  be  permitted  to 
soothe  it  with  her  gentle  sympathy. 

"  The  sun  is  getting  low,"  said  O'Connor 
at  length ;  "  the  horses  have  had  enough 
of  the  ice.  We  had  better  be  wending 
homeward." 

"  I  forget  time  and  distance  when  I  fly 
over  the  ice  !"  said  Alma,  awaking  with  a 
start  from  some  reverie  which  yet  left  its 
sweetness  in  her  smile. 

"  Well  then,  here  we  turn,"  he  said. 

"  Better  follow  the  course  of  the  Spit- 
zerbach,"  said  Alma ;  "  we  can  strike  the 
head  of  the  Spitzthal  where  you  see  the 
steeple  yonder.  The  road  by  the  stream 
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is  more  beaten  and  less  lonely  than  this 
track." 

"  Are  you  afraid,  Anmuth  ?  "  asked 
O'Connor,  "  and  of  what  ? " 

"  Not  afraid,"  replied  the  Countess ;  "  but 
I  do  not  like  the  woods  after  nightfall. 
The  old  castles  look  so  grim  between  the 
white  moonlight  and  the  black  shadow, 
that  I  almost  expect  to  see  the  robber- 
knights  coming  out  of  their  graves  to  keep 
watch  and  revel  in  their  old  halls  at  mid- 
night." 

"  If  the  dead  could  awake  to  revisit  the 
earth,  or  could  remember  the  ties  that 
bound  and  galled  them  here,  the  living 
would  not  feel  the  instinctive  wish  for 
death — that  longing  for  rest  which  wooes 
us  to  seek  the  quiet  of  the  grave." 

"  But  I  have  never  felt  it,"  said  Alma ; 
"  I  love  life — it  is  so  warm  and  beautiful. 
But  make  haste  to  leave  this  wood,  Al- 
laster.  If  we  remain  here  until  the  rise 


JULIA    HOWARD. 

of  the  moon,  we  shall  hear  the  cry  of  the 
wolves  ;  they  are  not  numerous  enough  to 
be  dangerous,  but  yet  I  fear  them  when 
their  long-drawn  howls  wail  through  the 
woods  like  demon  voices." 

O'Connor  yielded  to  Alma's  fears,  and 
again  putting  his  horses  to  their  best  pace, 
soon  emerged  from  the  narrow  Spitzthal, 
and  gained  the  shore  of  the  Danube,  just 
where  the  ruins  of  Aggstein  appeared 
crowning  the  opposite  heights,  above  the 
pine- wood  glowing  in  the  copper-coloured 
illumination  of  the  western  horizon. 

"  There,"  said  Alma,  pointing  to  the 
massive  though  dismantled  donjon  ;  "  that 
was  the  stronghold  of  Hadmar,  the  Hound 
of  Kneuring.  Old  Hans,  our  forester,  saw 
him  on  AD  saint's  night.  He  walked  in 
complete  armour,  with  his  barred  visor 
down,  and  his  lance  in  his  hand,  in  the 
court  of  the  castle ;  and  when  Hans  held 
up  his  crucifix,  the  felon  spirit  stalked 
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away  and  disappeared  in  the  passage  lead- 
ing to  the  dungeons,  and  Hans  heard  the 
stone  door  turn  on  the  pivot  with  a  noise 
like  thunder." 

"  Hans  had  probably  been  drinking  at 
the  Schenke  on  the  Schlossberg,"  said 
O'Connor  vacantly.  He  vouchsafed  not  a 
smile  in  answer  to  Alma's  tale,  although 
in  general  he  was  an  insatiable  listener  to 
traditions  of  knightly  prowess,  or  legends 
of  fantastic  diablerie.  Alma's  young  heart 
was  chilled,  and  she  remained  silent  for  a 
space,  ere  she  ventured  again  on  any  at- 
tempt to  wile  his  thoughts  from  his  secret 
cares. 

"  You  must  visit  this  valley  in  summer," 
she  said,  as  she  directed  his  attention  to 'a 
ravine  winding  away  among  the  hills,  and 
showing  its  bold  cliffs  overhung  by  the 
weeping  birch,  while  the  space  between 
was  even  then  gay  with  the  coral  berries 
and  lustrous  foliage  of  the  holly.  "  Far 
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among  those  rocks,"  she  continued,  "  lies  a 
lake,  on  whose  waters  white  lilies  bloom 
in  profusion.  The  peasants  shun  the  fairy 
dale,  for  at  midnight,  they  say,  the  lilies 
wake  into  life,  and  come  forth  from  the 
water  in  the  shape  of  beautiful  women,  to 
dance  on  the  shore.  Whoever  sees  them 
is  allured  by  their  music,  nearer,  nearer, 
until  he  is  insensibly  drawn  into  their  ring, 
when  they  all  glide  back  to  the  lake,  and 
the  mortal  sinks  into  its  unfathomable 
depths ;  while  the  lilies,  resuming  their 
form,  float  in  wreaths  over  the  grave  of 
their  victim." 

"  Tis  strange  how  much  of  poetry  co- 
lours your  German  superstitions,"  said 
Allaster,  who  forced  himself  to  listen  and 
reply  to  the  gentle  girl,  who  so  timidly 
and  involuntarily  betrayed  her  innocent 
fondness.  "  All  the  creations  of  your  fairy 
lore  are  witchingly  beautiful — your  rafts- 
men and  charcoal-burners  are  poets,  and 
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possess  a  feeling  for  the  beautiful  and  the 
refined  which  has  peopled  the  haunted  re- 
cesses of  your  hills  with  fabled  beings, 
lovely  as  the  nymphs  of  classic  poetry. 
In  Ireland  the  comic,  the  grotesque,  and 
the  vulgar,  mingle  with  every  element  of 
beauty,  power,  and  pathos,  in  the  genius 
of  the  people." 

He  drove  on  until  the  stars  shone  out,  in 
the  deep  blue  vault  of  heaven,  with  the 
tremulous  radiance  peculiar  to  a  frosty 
atmosphere. 

"  Pull  up  !  "  said  Alma,  as  they  passed 
a  small  chapel  standing  beside  the  road, 
with  the  low-browed  arch  of  its  humble 
portal  wreathed  with  ivy,  and  the  ray  of 
its  ever-burning  lamp  streaming  across  the 
snow  before  its  open  door.  O'Connor 
obeyed.  Alma  sprang  from  the  sledge 
and  entered  the  chapel.  In  a  few  minutes, 
which  appeared  long  to  her  wondering 
cousin,  she  re-appeared.  Standing  in  the 
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door-way,  with  the  light  of  the  altar  lamp 
forming  a  luminous  halo  round  her,  she 
looked  like  the  angels  which  Italian  painters 
reveal  to  us  hovering  in  the  glory  of  their 
opening  heavens.  A  moment  more,  and 
with  the  light  fleetness  of  a  fawn,  she 
bounded  into  the  sledge,  and  took  her 
place  beside  O'Connor. 

"  Home  !  Allaster  ! "  she  cried,  "  home, 
and  at  your  best  pace  ! " 

"  What  were  you  about  just  now  ? " 
inquired  Allaster. 

"  Curiosity  !  "  said  Alnja,  laughing  with 
provoking  archness. 

"  I  am  not  the  least  curious — never  felt 
curiosity  in  my  life ;  but  do  tell  me  what 
you  were  about  Alma  mia." 

"  The  virgin  of  that  little  shrine  has 
wrought  many  miracles.  She  is  almost  as 
powerful  as  the  virgin  of  Taferl;  when 
you  were  ill,  I  vowed  never  to  pass  by  the 
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chapel  without  saying  an  ave  if  she  would 
preserve  you  to  us." 

"  Dear  Alma,  I  am  not  worthy  of  the 
affection  you  lavish  on  me." 

"  Home,  Allaster  !  home!"  said  Alma. 
It  is  late,  and  papa  will  want  me  to  fill 
his  pipe  and  to  give  him  his  coffee.  He 
says  I  alone  can  perform  those  important 
duties  for  him." 

"  Riekchen  says  she  can  not  load  a  pipe," 
said  O'Connor;  "and  confesses  that  she 
puts  a  double  charge  of  sugar  into  her 
father's  coffee,  — what  a  wild  imp  she  is  !  " 

"  Yes,  she  pretends  she  understands 
nothing  of  woman's  work,"  said  Alma ; 
"  but  she  is  a  true  girl  at  heart,  and  a  dear 
affectionate  creature.  Papa  was  ill,  dan- 
gerously ill,  last  winter,  and  Rika  never 
left  his  bedside,  for  days  and  nights  to- 
gether. Child  as  she  was,  she  out-watched 
the  whole  household." 

"  You  shared  her  watch,  Alma  ! "  said 
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Allaster ;  "  in  the  service  of  those  you  love 
nothing  could  weary  you." 

"  I  was  banished  from  papa's  room/' 
said  Alma ;  "  I  was  condemned  to  all  the 
weary  torture  of  suspense  and  dread,  list- 
ening to  every  sound  through  the  closed 
doors,  and  lingering  there  to  ask  the  one 
constant  question  from  every  one  who  was 
admitted  to  the  room.  It  would  have 
been  wiser,  and  more  merciful,  to  have 
allowed  me  to  sit  beside  my  father;  but 
good,  kind-hearted,  obstinate  old  Doctor 
Meyer  said  that  fatigue  would  kill  me,  as 
I  am  threatened  with  consumption." 

"  Consumption  !  "  exclaimed  O'Connor, 
"  and  yet  you  wade  through  the  snow  to 
pray  at  the  altar.  This  is  madness,  not 
reasonable  devotion." 

"  My  vow  must  be  kept,  for  my  prayer 
was  granted.  You  live,"  said  Alma,  look- 
ing up  to  O'Connor's  face  half  shyly  and 
half  fondly. 

c2 
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As  they  approached  Durrenstein,  O'Con- 
nor spoke  to  his  cousin;  she  did  not  answer, 
and  he  then  perceived  that  she  was  asleep. 
The  cold  was  intense,  and  its  lulling  in- 
fluence, joined  to  the  fatigue  of  the  drive, 
had  sunk  Alma  in  profound  slumber.  Al- 
'  laster  was  alarmed  for  her  health.  His 
horses  were  admirably  broken  and  very 
gentle  on  the  ice,  so  that  he  wound  the 
rein  over  his  arm  for  a  moment  while  he 
folded  her  cloak  more  closely  round  her 
form,  and  then  drew  her  gently  and  ten- 
derly to  his  breast.  Then  taking  the  reins 
in  his  right  hand,  he  passed  his  left  arm 
round  Alma's  waist,  and  held  her  thus 
pillowed  on  his  breast.  There  she  lay 
smiling,  happy,  peaceful  as  an  infant ; 
under  his  hand  he  felt  the  heaving  of  her 
bosom,  and  as  he  bent  his  head  to  look  upon 
her,  he  could  hear  her  low  hushed  respir- 
ation, and  once  her  breath  passed  over  his 
lip,  soft  and  freshly  pure  as  an  angel's 
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kiss.  He  looked  on  her  with  manly  ten- 
derness, but  it  was  the  tenderness  of  a 
brother.  He  sheltered  her  from  the  night 
air,  and  held  her  in  his  embrace ;  but  in 
spite  of  her  artless  fondness,  in  spite  of 
her  blooming  girl-hood, — in  spite  of  his 
strong  healthful  youth  and  impetuous  man- 
hood, no  selfish  feeling  alloyed  the  holy 
innocence  of  his  affection  for  her.  His 
memory,  his  thought?,  his  sensations  were 
concentrated  on  Julia.  His  sufferings 
tortured  both  his  mind  arid  body.  The 
anguish  of  his  soul  excited  a  fever  in  his 
veins  :  and  Alma  slept,  and  dreamed  not 
of  the  passions  throbbing  in  the  breast 
whereon  she  rested.  At  length  the  tramp 
of  the  horses,  rattling  on  the  rough  pave- 
ment of  Durrenstein,  aroused  the  maiden. 
She  woke,  and  instantly  disengaged  herself 
from  Allaster's  embrace.  He  resigned 
her  as  calmly  and  easily  as  he  had  drawn 
her  to  him.  She  blushed,  although  the 
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darkness  masked  her  face,  and  a  thousand 
vague  delightful  sensations  thrilled  through 
her  as  she  still,  in  fancy,  felt  the  pressure 
of  his  arm  round  her  waist. 

"  You  are  tired,  Alma.  I  have  been 
selfish.  Thinking  only  of  the  pleasure  of 
your  society,  and  the  excitement  of  our 
flight  over  the  ice,  I  have  allowed  you  to 
exhaust  your  strength  for  my  amuse- 
ment." 

"  It  was  very  cold,"  said  Alma,  "  and 
cold  always  puts  me  to  sleep." 

"  I  hate  myself  for  my  selfish  careless- 
ness," said  Allaster. 

"  But  I  do  not  hate  you  for  it,''  said 
Alma,  timidly;  "with  those  I  love — my 
father,  Rika,  you — I  like  to  be  so  essential 
to  their  happiness  that  they  must  be 
selfish,  and  must  wish  me  always  near 
them." 

They  reached  the  Schloss.  Count 
O'Donnel  met  them  at  the  gate,  and  at 
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once  kissing  Alma  and  chiding  her  for  the 
lateness  of  their  drive,  he  led  her  to  the 
supper-table,  where  the  last  cheerful  meal 
of  the  day  only  waited  her  arrival. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

Remind  me  not — remind  me  not, 
Of  those  beloved  and  vanished  hours. 

When  all  my  soul  was  given  to  thee. 
Hours  that  may  never  be  forgot 
Till  time  unnerves  our  vital  powers 

And  thou  and  I  shall  cease  to  be. 

BYRON. 

O'CONNOR  suffered,  but  he  was  not  a 
man  who  would  tamely  yield  to  the  lethar- 
gic languor  of  unresisted  despondency. 
Melancholy  is  never  very  deeply  rooted 
except  in  weak  minds ;  and  even  with  them 
it  is  often  a  mere  self-created  disease  of  an 
hypochondriac  imagination.  Passion  can 
cause  acute  agony,  but  of  its  very  nature, 
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it  is  incapable  of  causing  a  chronic  suffer- 
ing. Hope  may  be  blasted  even  in  the 
moment  of  fruition  ;  ambition  may  be  dis- 
appointed, love  may  be  baffled,  and  all 
these  things  must  be  felt  and  must  inflict 
poignant  sorrow,  but  the  strong  mind 
revolts  against  misfortune,  and  rises  supe- 
rior to  every  ill.  O'Connor's  mind  was 
vigorous,  and  eminently  endowed  with 
manly  energy.  Nothing  could  bend  his 
iron  strength  of  will — nothing  could  daunt 
his  self-relying  resolution.  The  constancy 
with  which  for  years  he  had  devoted  him- 
self to  one  woman,  the  firmness  which  had 
enabled  him  to  spurn  every  allurement  of 
sense  or  soul,  and  to  hold  his  faith  un- 
sullied through  temptation  and  in  ab- 
sence, witnessed  that  his  mind  was  of  no 
common  order.  And  now,  when  all  was 
over,  when  his  one  hope  of  happiness  was 
lost,  when  the  one  rapturous  illusion  which 
had  cheered  him  in  poverty  and  in  exile 
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was  dispelled — when  the  only  woman  he 
had  ever  loved  was  lost  to  him — the  forti- 
tude with  which  he  nerved  himself  to  bear 
his  sorrow,  was  worthy  of  his  noble  spirit. 
He  bore  it  well  and  bravely,  but  he  felt  it 
bitterly.  His  uncle  and  his  cousins  knew 
not  that  he  was  unhappy.  His  voice  and 
his  ready  laugh  yet  sounded  light-hearted 
as  eArer;  his  playful  humour  and  quick 
fancy,  and  his  great  talent  for  conversa- 
tion, lent  their  accustomed  charm  to  the 
happy  evenings  when  the  O'Donnel  family 
gathered  in  a  merry  group  round  their 
cheerful  supper-table. 

Still  weary  seemed  the  short  winter  day 
to  O'Connor,  and  restless  was  his  longing 
for  the  time  which  should  restore  him  to 
the  glorious  pomp  of  war  and  to  the  racy 
excitement  of  adventure.  In  the  crowded 
and  shifting  scenes  of  a  soldier's  life  he 
hoped  to  crush  the  remembrance  of  Julia, 
and  to  end  that  daily  struggle  with  his 
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rebel  feelings.  In  vain  he  laughed  and 
talked,  a  mocking  voice  in  his  breast  ever- 
more whispered  the  name  of  Julia.  In 
vain  he  called  his  thoughts  from  the  wife 
of  his  early  friend  ;  his  thoughts  disobeyed 
the  stern  command  of  his  conscience,  and 
recurring  to  the  forbidden  theme,  conjured 
up  the  image  of  Julia  in  all  the  sorcery  of 
her  faultless  beauty  and  her  intellectual 
grace. 

During  his  waking  hours  he  held  those 
thoughts  at  bay  :  but  in  the  helplessness  of 
sleep,  they  swept  in  a  wild  flood  upon  his 
soul,  and  stung  his  senses  to  delirium. 
One  night  in  his  dream  he  saw  the  land  of 
his  fathers,  the  time-stained  mountains 
keeping  vigil  over  the  lake,  the  whispering 
woods  of  Castle  Herbert  waved  around 
him,  and  Julia  was  by  his  side.  He 
poured  forth  in  burning  words  all  the 
hoarded  passion  of  his  heart ;  they  ex- 
changed the  vows  of  wedded  love,  and  he 
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clasped  his  bride  to  his  breast — he  woke, 
with  a  start  of  rapturous  pleasure,  with  a 
bounding  heart  and  a  rushing  pulse !  He 
woke  to  blush  for  that  maddening  dream 
of  unhallowed  love,  and  to  writhe  with 
jealousy  at  the  thought  that  the  woman  he 
loved  was  even  then  sleeping  in  the  arms 
of  her  husband. 

He  rose  from  his  restless  bed  and  threw 
back  the  curtain  of  his  window.  The 
stars  gemmed  the  cold  ether.  The  quiver- 
ing brilliancy  of  the  ice  blink  scintillated 
on  the  horizon.  The  white  plain,  the 
spotless  hills  in  their  dazzling  veil,  the 
primeval  forests,  the  grey  ruins  were  all 
dimly  revealed  in  the  uncertain  light.  The 
strange,  nameless  sounds  which  whisper  at 
midnight  through  the  frosty  air  came  to 
his  ear  like  mysterious  and  unearthly 
voices.  The  mighty  river  lay  beneath  his 
eye,  locked  in  ice — the  river  on  whose 
majestic  current  the  Roman  and  the  Hun, 


JULIA    HOWARD.  37 

the  Goth,  the  Christian,  and  the  Turk,  have 
poured  the  blood  of  their  bravest  and  their 
best — on  whose  banks  the  legions  of  old 
Rome,  the  mail-clad  chivalry  of  the  cru- 
sades, and  the  turbaned  ranks  of  the 
Moslem,  have  passed  in  turn,  and  left  their 
history  to  add  a  legendary  interest  to  the 
sublimity  and  the  beauty  of  the  giant 
flood  sweeping  along  its  mountain  gorge. 
O'Connor  felt  as  if  he  were  transported  to 
another  world.  The  change  from  his  visi- 
onary dreamland,  and  the  vividly-pictured 
home  of  his  fathers — his  no  more  for  ever 
— to  the  snow-clad  valley  of  the  ancient 
Ister,  was  enough  to  turn  his  thoughts  to 
the  eccentric  path  which  the  caprice  of 
his  destiny  had  marked  out  for  him.  The 
future  at  least  was  all  his  own.  The  cre- 
dulous hope  of  mutual  passion  was  over, 
but  the  noble  objects,  manhood,  honour- 
able toil,  and  well-won  success,  remained 
for  him.  The  gallant  career  of  a  soldier 
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was  opening  fair  to  his  ambition.  High 
courage  and  cheerful  daring  began  to  stir 
in  his  breast.  He  laid  his  head  on  his 
pillow  and  slept  in  dreamless  quiet. 

The  intelligence  from  the  theatre  of 
war  during  the  winter  had  been  of  that 
varying  nature,  which  held  the  hopes  and 
fears  of  the  Austrian  people  in  constant 
fluctuation  and  suspense.  The  Elector 
had  taken  Prague,  and  had  himself  crowned 
King  of  Bohemia.  The  greater  part  of 
Upper  Austria  was  in  the  hands  of  the 
allies.  The  French  occupied  Lintz.  Segur's 
corps  was  cantoned  on  the  Enz,  so  as  at 
once  to  menace  Vienna  and  to  cover 
Bavaria.  On  the  other  hand,  the  Aus- 
trians  were  not  dispirited  by  this  aspect  of 
affairs.  The  chivalry  of  Hungary  thronged 
to  the  standard  of  their  king,  Maria  The- 
resa, their  devotion  to  the  woman  rousing 
to  the  wildest  fervour  of  enthusiasm  their 
loyalty  to  the  sovereign.  The  veterans  of 
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the  Italian  army  brought  to  the  defence  of 
their  country  the  bold  ardour  of  disciplined 
valour,  and  the  proud  confidence  springing 
from  the  prestige  of  former  victories.  The 
jaegers  of  the  Tyrol,  armed  with  their  un- 
erring rifles,  and  animated  by  the  fidelity, 
unfaltering  unto  death,  of  mountain  clans- 
men for  the  daughter  of  their  chiefs, 
poured  down  from  their  Alpine  fastnesses, 
and,  leaving  the  sammergeier  and  the 
chamois  to  soar  and  to  bound  unharmed 
over  the  ferner  of  the  Osteler,  and  through 
the  defiles  of  Finstermung,  sought  a  nobler 
game  in  the  ranks  of  the  invaders. 

The  Duke  of  Lorraine  having  been 
foiled  in  his  attempt  to  relieve  Prague,  fell 
back  on  Budweis,  where  he  took  up  a 
strong  position  behind  the  marches,  extend- 
ing from  that  town  towards  Tabor;  thus 
holding  the  allies  in  check,  and  covering 
Khevenhuller's  flank  and  rear.  In  the 
latter  end  of  December,  Khevenhuller 
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crossed  the  Euz.  The  wild  partizans  of 
Croatia  and  the  Banat,  led  by  Mentzel 
and  Nadasti,  spread  themselves  over  the 
country,  and  hovering  round  the  canton- 
ments of  the  French,  harassed  them  daily 
by  desultory  and  daring  attacks.  Segur 
retreated  to  Lintz,  and  surrendered  with 
his  brigade. 

Khevenhuller  improved  his  success,  and 
followed  up  his  first  advantages  by  pene- 
trating into  Bavaria,  driving  the  allies 
before  him.  The  Austrians  were  very 
different  in  spirit  and  morale,  when  let 
loose  on  the  territory  of  the  enemy,  from 
what  they  had  been  when  they  fought  on 
the  soil  of  their  country.  The  disciplined 
troops  of  the  Silesian  campaign,  became 
the  ruthless  marauders  of  the  fair  plains 
of  Bavaria.  All  the  horrors  of  war  were 
inflicted  on  the  inhabitants  of  that  devoted 
country.  The  blood  of  his  subjects  slaking 
the  ashes  of  their  plundered  villages,  ex- 
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piated  the  transitory  triumph  of  the 
Elector,  and  atoned  for  the  humiliation  he 
had  caused  to  Maria  Theresa  when  he  girt 
his  brow  with  her  Bohemian  crown.  Khe- 
venlmller  defeated  the  allies  in  various 
skirmishes,  and  at  length  entered  Munich. 
Charles,  elected  Emperor  of  Germany, 
was  crowned  at  Frankfort,  and  filled  the 
halls  of  the  Roemer  with  the  gorgeous 
pageantry  which  lent  an  empty  show  of 
ceremonial  splendour  to  the  inauguration 
of  the  nominal  monarch  of  the  Roman 
empire  on  the  very  day  that  the  Austrians, 
flushed  with  victory,  entered  his  conquered 
capital. 

Frederick  was  alarmed  by  the  successes 
of  the  Queen  of  Hungary,  and  contem- 
plated with  doubt  and  dread,  the  chances 
of  a  victory  by  which  she  might  win  the 
right  and  the  power  to  dictate  terms  of  peace 
to  the  Emperor  and  to  France — a  peace 
which  would  leave  her  at  liberty  to  turn 
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all  her  forces  against  himself,  and  again  to 
wrest  Silesia  from  his  grasp.  Adopting 
the  only  course  which  promised  to  lead 
him  to  the  attainment  of  his  two  great 
objects — territorial  aggrandisement  and 
the  proud  position  of  arbitrator  of  the  des- 
tinies of  Europe,  he  broke  through  the 
convention  of  Schellendorf,  and  hurrying 
into  Silesia,  assumed  the  command  of  his 
army,  and  seized  Olmutz.  Prince  Charles 
of  Lorraine  took  the  command  of  the  army 
opposed  to  Frederick,  leaving  his  brother 
to  protect  Vienna  and  to  maintain  the 
communications  with  Khevenhuller. 

The  moment  which  O'Connor  had  anti- 
cipated with  so  much  of  restless  and 
feverish  ardour,  was  come.  His  leave  was 
not  up,  but  his  regiment  formed  part  of 
Prince  Charles's  corps. 

"  Wish  me  joy,  Alma  mia !"  he  ex- 
claimed as  he  entered  the  wohnstube  with 
a  bounding  step  and  a  flashing  eye; 
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"  Gordon's  Hussars  are  in  the  field.  I 
start  to-morrow.  I  have  just  got  a  line 
from  Mackenzie." 

."  Right,  my  boy  !"  said  the  general ; 
"you  are  a  lucky  dog;  you  have  all  your 
legs  and  arms,  but  I  am  obliged  to  stay  at 
home  like  a  worn-out  hound  when  the 
pack  are  going  to  cover.  Hang  me,  but 
I  think  I  cannot  bear  it  much  longer  ;  you 
may  see  the  Boccagle  in  the  field  before  the 
end  of  the  campaign." 

"  You'll  be  welcome,  uncle,"  said  O'Con- 
nor. "  Old  Gordon  will  give  you  cead 
mille  faltha,  and  we  will  try  to  show  you 
some  sport." 

Alma's  cheek  paled  ;  her  hands  trembled 
on  her  embroidery ;  she  pushed  away  the 
frame  and  went  to  the  window.  Allaster 
followed,  and  found  her  gazing  over  the 
wintry  landscape,  with  eyes  which,  blinded 
by  the  starting  tears,  saw  not  the  scene  on 
which  they  seemed  to  gaze.  He  wound 
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his  arm  round  her  waist,  and  kissing  the 
tears  from  her  long  lashes,  strove  to  cheer 
her  with  the  frank  fondness  of  a  brother. 

"  Alma,  why  do  you  grieve  for  the 
chance  which  may  lead  me  to  fame?  You 
know  that  my  sword  is  my  all,  and  it  is 
only  in  time  of  active  service  that  it  has  a 
value  and  a  power.  The  soldier  of  fortune 
reaps  his  harvest  on  the  battle-field." 

"  You  think  only  of  your  profession," 
sobbed  Alma,  "  I  think  only  of  your  safety ! 
what  is  fame  to  us  when  we  lose  you  ?" 

"  Coward  P  said  Allaster  gaily,  "  you 
want  me  to  live  and  die  a  little  sub? 
That  is  very  well  at  twenty-four,  but  a 
sub  of  sixty  is  about  as  respectable  as  a 
flirt  of  sixty.  Dry  your  tears,  Anmuth, 
you  are  a  soldier's  daughter,  and  you  must 
smile  when  you  belt  the  sword  of  your 
chosen  brother." 

"  Were  you  my  brother,"  she  answered, 
"  I  would  buckle  your  sword  to  your  side 
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with  a  willing,  though  a  breaking  heart. 
You  would  then  fight  for  our  fatherland  ; 
it  would  be  your  duty,  and  dear  as  you 
might  be  to  in e,  I  would  rather  weep  over 
your  grave  until  the  blessed  hour  that 
would  send  me  to  share  your  rest,  than  see 
you  live  to  blush  for  your  shame.  But 
you  are  not  my  brother,  Allaster;  no  duty 
calls  you  to  the  field.  You  have  no  coun- 
try. Why  not,  then,  give  up  your  com- 
mission, and  make  yourself  a  peaceful 
home  among  those  who  love  you?1' 

"  Because  I  must  get  my  lieutenancy 
this  bout,  unless  fate  baulks  me  spitefully. 
You  say  well,  Alma — I  have  no  home  and 
no  country.  I  am  an  alien  and  a  bonds- 
man where  my  fathers  were  kings — the 
fire  of  a  stranger  burns  on  my  hearth,  the 
plough  of  a  stranger  may  disturb  the  bones 
of  my  ancestors.  The  boasted  justice  of 
England  is  denied  to  the  Catholic;  her 
equal  rights  and  equal  laws  are  offered  us 
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in  bitter  mockery,  with  their  price  marked 
on  them,  and  that  price  is  perjury  and 
apostacy.  I  must  make  myself  a  country  ; 
I  must  buy  the  rights  of  a  citizen  with 
my  blood;  I  must  win  fortune  by  good 
service,  and  I  will  do  it,  Heaven  and 
my  right  hand  to  aid  !" 

He  spoke  with  the  proud  enthusiasm  of 
a  soldier,  eloquent  on  his  lip  and  kindling 
in  his  eagle  eyes.  He  stood  with  his  head 
thrown  back  a  little,  and  his  firm  foot 
pressing  the  earth,  and  almost  seeming  to 
spurn  it,  like  a  young  fiery  horse  when  he 
stands  with  life  in  each  strung  limb,  and 
spirit  in  every  glance,  ready  to  bound 
away  in  the  might  of  his  speed  and 
strength.  Alma  gazed  on  him  through 
her  tears,  and  her  woman's  heart  sank  at 
the  thought  of  the  bloody  grave  which 
might  soon  shroud  the  beauty  and  the 
power  she  looked  upon  so  fondly. 

"  Oh !  Allaster,"  was  all  she  could  sav, 
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as  she  hurried  away  to  hide  her  grief  in 
the  solitude  of  her  own  room. 

As  he  was  to  set  out  before  the  dawn  of 
the  following  day,  he  knew  that  the  even- 
ing then  approaching  was  the  last  he  might 
have  at'  his  disposal  for  months.  While 
Count  O'Donnel  went  on  his  evening  round 
among  his  cattle,  and  through  his  barns 
and  stables,  O'Connor  called  for  candles, 
and  sat  down  to  pay  off  the  arrears  of  his 
correspondence  with  Herbert  and  Lord 
Deepdene.  He  wrote  on  industriously,  so 
that  he  scarcely  heard  the  light  step  of  the 
Countess  Alma,  who  came  and  sat  by  his 
side,  watchful  to  aid,  but  careful  not  to 
disturb  him. 

"  Shall  I  seal  for  you,  A  llaster  ?"  she 
asked,  as  he  threw  from  him  the  letter  to 
Lord  Deepdene,  and  began  one  to  Mr. 
Grattan, 

"  If  you  like  to  work  for  me,  Anmuth  !" 
he  said,  without  stopping  his  pen. 
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She  drew  his  writing-case  towards  her 
to  choose  a  seal.  She  selected  a  ring  with 
a  blood  stone,  bearing  the  device  of  a  sun- 
dial, and  the  motto  "  Lux  tua,  vita  mea/' 
Her  knowledge  of  Italian  helped  her  to 
the  meaning  of  the  inscription. 

"  What  a  beautiful  seal !"  she  exclaimed. 
"  It  is  worthy  of  a  knight  of  romance,  writ- 
ing to  his  ladye  love.  Where  got  you  this 
pretty  thought  and  this  dainty  device  ?" 

"  I  imagined  it  myself,  long  ago  !"  said 
O'Connor,  with  something  of  hesitation  in 
the  accents  of  his  voice.  That  seal  was  a 
memento  of  happier  times ;  and  he  now 
shrank  from  any  allusion  to  his  long- 
cherished  love.  He  went  on  writing,  and 
Alma,  while  waiting  for  another  letter, 
idly  turned  over  the  contents  of  the  writ- 
ing-case with  the  playful  fearless  curiosity 
of  a  child  or  a  kitten.  At  first  she  found 
only  letters,  which  she  put  aside  unread  : 
then  came  two  portraits,  the  miniatures  of 
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O'Connor's    father     and    mother,    which 
Father  Eustace  had  given  him  at  their 
parting.     Alma  had  seen  these  before,  so 
she  looked   at  them  in  silence,  and  laid 
them  down  softly,  reverently,  and  almost 
stealthily.       Below    these    relics   of    the 
sainted   dead  lay  a   portfolio,   containing 
some  pencil  sketches  and  indian-ink  draw- 
ings of  scenes  around  Glen  Clara.     The 
landscapes  were  beautiful,  and  the  views 
were  dashed  in  with  a  bold  masterly  touch, 
or  finished  with  a  free,  spirited  execution, 
which  gave  all  the  lightness  of  air  and  the 
wide  expanse  of  the  distances. 

"  These  are  your  own,  Allaster  ?"  She 
said,  "  May  I  copy  them?" 

"  You  may  take  them  as  they  are, 
Alma,"  said  O'Connor.  "  The  views  are 
cut  into  my  very  heart,  and  woven  into 
the  very  fibres  of  my  breast ;  like  my 
father's  face,  which  I  can  see  when  I  just 
shut  my  eyes." 

VOL.  III.  D 
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In  the  pocket  of  the  portfolio  she  found 
a  sketch  folded  in  silver  paper.  She 
opened  it — it  was  an  acquarelle  on  a 
card. 

"  What  a  beautiful  face  !"  she  said. 
"  Beautiful  as  one  of  RaffaeFs  virgins  ! 
Is  it  a  copy  from  an  Italian  picture, 
Allaster  ?" 

"  No — not  a  copy" — said  Allaster,  while 
a  dark  flush  burnt  on  his  cheek — "  'Tis  a 
fancy  sketch,  a  face  I  saw  in  my  dreams. 
Had  I  not  been  a  soldier  I  should  have 
been  an  artist." 

"  And  then  you  would  have  pined  with 
love  for  your  own  fair  creation,  like  the 
sculptor,  whose  story  you  told  me  yester- 
day," said  Alma,  gaily. 

"  Aye !  I  would  have  dreamed,  and  been 
happy  in  my  passionate  madness.  The 
visionary  form,  fairer  than  aught  of  mortal 
mould,  would  have  been  all  my  own,  living 
with  my  soul's  life,  smiling  or  weeping  for 
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my  joy  or  my  sorrow — nought  could  tear  it 
from  my  soul's  embrace.  Butjyomen  arj? 
not  thusjme..  They  cast  on  us  those  looks 
which  make  us  thrill  to  the  heart's  core  ; 
they  speak  those  words  which  seem  to  he 
the  echoes  of  heaven's  own  music,  and  then 
they  betray  us,  and  laugh  at  the  dupes 
whose  whole  souls  were  devoted  to  them. 

r    • 

It  is  the  act  of  a  devil,  thus  to  call  forth  a  A  ; 
world  of  life,  and  love,  and  light,  out  of 
darkness  and  chaos,  only  to  crush  it  into 
nothingness  again !''  He  spoke  with  un- 
conscious energy  and  bitterness  —  recol- 
lected himself— stopped,  and  added,  "  I 
will  not  love.  My  sword  shall  be  my 
bride." 

Alma  replaced  the  drawing  in  the  pocket 
of  the  portfolio ;  as  she  did  so,  she  felt 
something  meet  her  touch ;  she  took  it, 
and  found  it  to  be  a  few  withered  flowers, 
folded  in  paper,  on  which  were  written  a 
few  words.  The  stains  of  the  flowers  had 

D2 
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almost  obliterated  the  words  and  letters, 
but  still  she  could  read  O'Connor's  hand. 
"  J.  H.  Lux  tua  vita  mea."  And,  in  a 
woman's  hand,  repeated  two  or  three  times, 
as  if  the  writer  had  been  trying  a  pen. 
She  read  "  Julia  ;"  "  Julia  Howard." 

Again  the  dark  blush  passed  over  Allas- 
ter's  face.  Alma  grew  pale  as  a  lily.  For 
a  moment  neither  of  the  cousins  spoke,  but 
each  felt  that  thought  was  busy  in  the 
breast  of  the  other.  Alma  was  the  first 
to  break  the  spell  which  had  wound  itself 
round  them. 

"  Give  me  another  letter,"  she  said,  "  I 
must  try  this  coroneted  seal,  which  looks 
so  princely." 

"  Not  coroneted,  Alma,"  he  said,  "  that 
is  my  coat  of  arms,  with  the  ancient  diadem 
of  my  ancestors." 

To  his  immense  satisfaction  Count 
O'Donnel,  at  this  moment,  came  uncon- 
sciously to  his  relief. 
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"  Allaster,"  said  the  General,  "  will  you 
come  out  to  look  at  the  brown  mare. 
Johan  has  let  her  fall  on  the  ice,  and  she 
has  cut  her  knees.  They  are  going  to 
blister  her,  but  I  want  you  to  see  her 
first." 

Allaster  joyfully  betook  himself  to  the 
stables.  When  he  met  Alma  at  supper 
all  trace  of  their  momentary  embarrass- 
ment had  disappeared. 

That  night  they  sat  round  their  cheerful 
hearth,  as  was  their  wont,  but  they  were 
not  happy,  as  they  had  hitherto  been. 
From  the  first  moment  of  O'Connor  s  arri- 
val, he  had  been  received  as  one  of  them- 
selves, and  every  evening  they  sat  together, 
and  laughed  and  chatted,  happy  in  the  free 
interchange  of  thought  and  the  frank  con- 
fidence of  affection,  where  there  is  nothing 
to  be  concealed,  and  no  false  seeming  to 
be  maintained.  But  on  this  last  night  of 
Allaster's  stay, disquieting  reflections  forced 
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themselves  upon  each  and  all,  save  Friede- 
rike.  The  dark-eyed  fairy  sat  on  the  car- 
pet, at  the  feet  of  the  General,  now  resting 
her  curly  head  for  a  moment  on  his  knee, 
now  playing  a  small  game  of  romps  with 
her  dogs,  who  rolled  over  in  her  lap, 
growling  and  shaking  each  other  in  rough 
play. 

Count  O'Donnel  looked  on  O'Connor 
with  a  soldier's  and  a  father's  pride,  and 
was  glad  to  see  him  so  devoted  to  his  pro- 
fession, and  so  doggedly  determined  to  rise 
in  it.  And  yet,  on  this  last  night,  he 
looked  on  him  wistfully,  as  if  he  was 
grieved  at  the  departure  which  he  was 
forced  to  approve.  Alma  was  sad  at  heart. 
She  thought  only  of  O'Connor's  danger, 
and  held  promotion  far  too  dearly  bought 
by  his  exposure  to  the  wild  chances  of 
war.  Her  low  sighing  voice,  her  blue 
eyes  swimming  in  unshed  tears,  and  her 
dark  lashes  drooping  over  her  pale  cheek, 
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told  how  deeply  she  felt  the  loss  of  her 
companion. 

O'Connor  was  preoccupied,  and  could 
scarcely  abstract  his  thoughts  from  his  own 
perplexing  cogitations.  An  unwelcome 
idea  had  germinated  in  his  mind,  and  he 
could  not  root  it  up.  He  looked  at  Al- 
ma's half  averted  face  with  anxiety,  but 
whenever  he  met  her  eyes  he  turned  away, 
as  if  he  dreaded  she  should  detect  the 
stolen  glances  which  sought  to  read  her 
tli oughts  on  her  pensive  brow  and  down- 
cast eyelids. 

It  was  late  when  they  separated  for  the 
night,  and  long  ere  the  dawn  O'Connor 
awoke  to  prepare  for  his  journey.  He 
crept  noiselessly  to  the  bedside  of  his 
uncle,  to  take  his  leave  of  the  kind-hearted, 
noble  old  man,  and  then  stole  with  a 
stealthy  tread  down  the  stairs,  anxious  not 
to  disturb  his  cousins.  As  he  mounted 
the  horse  which  was  to  carry  him  to  the 
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post-house  in  the  village  of  Durrenstein, 
he  heard  a  window  softly  opened,  and 
looking  up  he  saw  Alma,  wrapped  in  a 
cloak,  leaning  from  her  balcony.  As  the 
white  moonlight  streamed  over  her  face, 
she  looked  so  pale  and  fair,  that  he  might 
almost  fancy  he  beheld  a  spirit,  sorrowing 
for  the  child  of  clay  whom  she  was  doomed 
to  love,  but  could  not  save  from  peril  or 
from  grief. 

"  Lebe  wohl,  Allaster !"  she  said,  in  a 
voice  which  faltered,  despite  her  efforts  to 
assume  some  show  of  firmness. 

"  Auf  wiederschen  geliebte,  Alma,"  he 

said.     "  Think  of  your  heart's  brother,  and 

write  to  me  often." 

"  Think  of  you — oh,  what  other  thought 

can  fill  my  mind  or  prompt  my  prayers, 

while  you  are  in  the  field." 

At  this   moment   Rika,    awakened    by 

their  voices,  sprang  from   her  bed,    and 

with  bare  feet,   and  hair  loose  over  her 
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white  dress,  and  a  cloak  only  half  drawn 
over  her  figure,  bounded  to  the  window, 
and  drew  Alma  hastily  away. 

"  Go,  Allaster,  go,"  she  cried ;  "  you  will 
kill  her.  She  has  not  been  in  bed  all  this 
long  night,  and  you  have  allowed  her  to 
stand  here  in  this  death-cold  air.  Go — 
you  are  selfish,  Allaster." 

She  shut  the  window  and  disappeared. 
Allaster  mounted,  and  set  forth  on  his 
journey  by  the  light  of  the  setting  moon  and 
the  tardy  twilight  of  a  winter  morning. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

Why  did  she  love  him  ?   Curious  fool — be  still  I 
Is  human  love  the  growth  of  human  will  ? 

LARA. 

O'CONNOR'S  regiment  shared  the  chances 
of  the  campaign  in  Moravia.  Victory, 
who  smiled  on  Maria  Theresa  in  Bavaria, 
frowned  on  her  standard  in  her  invaded 
provinces.  Prince  Charles  could  only  pre- 
vent the  advance  of  Frederick,  and  his 
junction  with  any  of  the  allied  armies. 
There  was  some  fighting,  and  much  hard 
duty.  The  snow,  the  cold,  the  sands  of 
Moravia,  and  the  mountain  forests  of  Bo- 
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hernia,  and  the  want  of  provisions  and 
forage,  tried  the  mettle  of  the  cavalry,  and 
caused  much  suffering  and  privation  to  the 
whole  army.  The  war,  protracted  by  the 
skill  of  the  Prince,  who  was  never  more 
dangerous  to  his  enemy  than  after  a  re- 
verse or  a  defeat,  assumed  the  aspect  of  a 
partizan  war. 

The  light  cavalry  had  a  good  deal  of 
outpost  duty,  and  were  often  under  fire. 
The  Gordons  were  much  cut  up  in  the 
constant  skirmishes.  Colonel  Gordon,  se- 
verely wounded  in  the  attack  on  the  vil- 
lage of  Lesch,  where  Truchsess's  corps 
lay,  was  obliged  to  resign  the  command  of 
the  regiment,  and  did  not  long  survive  his 
resignation.  Mackenzie  fell  in  the  attack 
on  the  Saxon  cantonments  ;  the  Saxons, 
whether  from  panic  or  from  hatred  to 
Frederick,  abandoned  their  position,  and 
threw  themselves  in  disorder  into  the 
Prussian  camp ;  so  that  Mackenzie  died 
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as  he  had  ever  wished  to  die,  with  the 
pomp  of  victory  around  his  bloody  bed. 
O'Connor,  who  appreciated  the  strong 
sense  and  high  principles  of  the  cynic,  and 
knew  what  sound  good  stuff  was  hidden 
under  the  rough  bark,  regretted  him  sin- 
cerely. He  stood  beside  the  grave  of  the 
soldier  of  fortune,  and  felt  as  if  he  had 
laid  a  brother  to  rest  in  a  foreign  land. 
And  yet  Mackenzie's  death  made  less  last- 
ing impression  on  his  mind  than  the  murder 
of  Turkheim. 

O'Connor's  character  was  changed ;  he 
was  more  entirely  devoted  to  his  profes- 
sion, more  silent,  and  more  stern ;  but  his 
comrades  scarcely  noted  his  altered  cha- 
racter. There  was  now  no  time  for  the 
fun  and  frolic  of  the  past  year;  there  was 
nothing  but  hard  service,  harassing  duty, 
and  quick  promotion.  At  first  O'Connor 
was  surprised  to  see  how  short,  though 
true,  was  the  sorrow  for  each  friend  and 
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comrade  as  he  fell.  But  he  soon  learned 
to  share  the  careless  indifference  of  the 
others.  Daily  toil  and  hourly  danger  make 
men  think  lightly  of  life.  The  survivors 
of  the  day  might  be  marked  for  the  mor- 
row. A  step  gone  in  the  regiment  was 
promotion ;  an  empty  saddle  in  the  ranks 
was  soon  filled,  and  the  soldier's  death  on 
the  field  of  honour  required  no  moan  but 
the  volley  fired  over  his  grave,  or  the 
mention  of  his  name  over  the  wine-cup. 

The  battle  of  Czaslau  was  fought  in 
May,  1742.  The  defeat  of  Prince  Charles 
bowed  the  haughty  spirit  of  the  imperial 
daughter  of  Hapsburg  ;  the  desire  to 
break  up  the  coalition  of  her  enemies 
backed  the  arguments  of  the  English  nii- 
misters.  She  yielded  to  all  the  demands 
of  Frederick ;  resigned  to  him  the  county 
of  Glatz,  and  all  Silesia,  except  the  moun- 
tains on  the  Oppe,  and  the  towns  of  Trop- 
pau  and  Jagendorf.  The  conference  for 
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the  treaty  was  held  at  Breslau  on  the 
llth  June,  and  the  peace  was  signed  at 
Berlin  on  the  28th  of  the  month. 

The  war  thus  terminated  in  that  quarter, 
the  regiments  which  had  suffered  most 
were  quartered  in  Moravia  and  Austria, 
that  they  might  be  recruited  and  restored 
to  effective  condition.  Allaster  applied 
for  leave,  and  having  obtained  a  month, 
set  off  for  Durrenstein.  He  was  received 
with  joy  by  the  whole  household.  His 
unexpected  return  was  a  delightful  sur- 
prise to  every  one.  Their  former  happy 
lounging  life  was  resumed,  with  only  the 
differences  caused  by  the  changes  of  the 
seasons.  Instead  of  the  ice,  the  skates, 
and  the  sledge,  there  was  the  river  sweep- 
ing between  its  mountain-shores,  the  mea- 
dows with  their  thousand  flowers,  and  the 
deep  forests  with  tbeir  tinted  foliage  and 
sappy  odours, — there  was  the  quiet  stroll 
in  the  shade,  the  long  rides  to  visit  the 
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beautiful  ruins  of  feudal  holds,  and  the 
rest  on  the  hill-top  to  look  down  on  the 
sunny  distance,  where  every  object  seemed 
to  float  bathed  in  tremulous  light.  Allaster 
taught  his  cousins  to  ride.  Friederike 
soon  became  a  bold  horsewoman,  and  held 
her  horse  in  his  gallop,  or  sat  him  in  his 
leap,  with  the  nerve  of  a  sportsman.  Alma 
rode  gracefully,  and  looked  very  pretty  on 
her  Arab  pony;  but  she  was  timid.  In 
their  rides,  Riekchen  took  care  of  herself, 
and  often  wandered  from  the  track,  to 
canter  across  the  fields  and  to  ford  the 
streams,  while  O'Connor  rode  beside  Alma, 
encouraging  her,  and  guiding  her  in  every 
little  difficulty.  O'Connor's  leave  was 
nearly  out,  and  he  began  to  talk  of  going 
away,  when  the  General  one  day  asked 
him  to  apply  for  an  extension  of  his  leave. 
Allaster  hesitated.  "  The  regiment  is  in 
Moravia,  and  it  is  not  probable  that  it 
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will  be  sent  on  active  service  for  some 
months,"  said  the  Count.  "  I  wish  that 
you  should  remain.  Trust  me,  my  boy,  I 
am  an  old  soldier,  and  I  would  not  ask 
you  to  do  any  thing  that  could  expose 
you  to  misconception." 

There  was  such  earnestness,  almost 
anxiety,  in  the  manner  of  the  veteran,  that 
O'Connor  yielded.  He  made  the  appli- 
cation, and  obtained  another  month. 

The  summer  glided  on  peacefully  and 
happily.  O'Connor,  however,  was  some- 
times surprised  at  the  silence  of  Colonel 
Herbert  and  of  Lord  Deepdene  ;  neither  of 
them  had  answered  his  last  letters,  and 
this  neglect,  following  their  extreme  and 
constant  kindness,  astonished  him  and 
wounded  his  pride  as  well  as  his  better 
feelings.  Charley  Herbert's  promised  letter, 
too,  had  never  reached  him. 

As  the  summer  passed  away,  Allaster 
began  to  fancy  that  a  change  was  growing 
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over  his  family.  The  change  was  felt 
rather  than  seen.  He  could  not  tell  when 
or  how  it  manifested  itself,  and  yet  all  was 
not  what  it  was.  Alma  was  more  beautiful 
than  ever,  her  blue  eyes  more  liquid  and 
lustrous,  and  her  fair  cheek  dyed  with  a 
richer  hue,  and  yet  she  seemed  less  joyous 
than  of  old.  Her  step  was  more  slow, 
and  her  voice  had  lost  the  clear  sweetness 
of  its  warbling  melody,  and  sighed  in  a 
lower  and  fainter  tone.  With  Allaster 
she  was  as  affectionate  as  ever,  and  yet 
less  frank  and  less  confiding;  and  she 
shrank  with  coy  shyness  from  the  kiss 
which  sometimes  in  the  frank  fondness  of 
a  brother  he  pressed  on  her  brow.  Count 
O'Donnel  seemed  to  have  lost  something 
of  the  hearty  cheerfulness  of  his  manner ; 
his  laugh  and  jest  were  more  rare,  and  a 
touch  of  care  was  visible  on  his  face, 
changing  it  more  than  his  hale  old  age  had 
done.  He  spoke  less  to  Allaster,  and  yet 
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he  would  not  hear  of  his  leaving  them,  and 
lavished  on  him  every  substantial  proof  of 
kindness,  while  at  the  same  time  he  threw 
upon  him  a  good  deal  of  the  trouble  of 
managing-  his  property.  Rika  alone  was 
quite  herself,  and  her  wild  frolicsome  spirits 
became  a  great  resource  to  O'Connor ;  who, 
amid  all  the  affection  lavished  on  him, 
began  to  feel  the  want  of  companionship, 
and  to  miss  the  jolly  fun  and  thoughtless 
glee  of  his  comrades. 

One  day  he  strolled  with  the  young 
girls  far  away  among  the  hills  They 
reached  the  shores  of  Alma's  fairy  lake. 
Friederike  went  off  into  the  wood  to  seek 
for  thrushes'  nests,  although  the  season  for 
them  was  nearly  over.  Alma  sat  on  the 
bank  of  the  clear  still  pond,  and  Allaster 
lay  on  the  grass  beside  her.  They  were 
both  silent. 

The  lilies  floated  far  out  in  the  deep 
water,  while  in  the  shallows  near  the  shore 


JULIA    HOWARD.  67 

the  pink  silky  flowers  of  the  menyanthes 
showed  their  delicate  fringe.  The  light 
caught  by  the  small  ripples,  and  reflected 
thence,  ran  in  lines  of  gold  over  the  sand 
under  the  water,  and  gave  it  the  appear- 
ance of  a  bright  and  ever- changing  mosaic. 
Alma's  eyes  were  fixed  on  these  minute 
traits  which  lend  such  a  charm  and  grace 
to  the  loveliness  of  nature.  Allaster's 
thoughts  were  far  away  from  the  fair  scene 
around  him,  and  the  fair  girl  at  his  side. 
The  warm  light,  the  glowing  sky,  just 
pencilled  on  the  zenith  with  white  feathery 
clouds,  the  perfumes  which  filled  the 
hushed  air,  the  distant  hum  of  busy  rural 
life,  the  calmness  of  all  around  him,  seized 
on  his  soul.  The  enervating  influence  of 
all  these  sights  and  sounds  and  sensations, 
roused  all  the  passion  of  his  nature.  He 
shut  his  eyes  and  plunged  wilfully  into  the 
intoxicating  dream  of  happiness,  which 
could  never  be  realized.  It  was  madness 
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— he  cared  not !  It  was  sin — he  knew  it, 
and  yet  he  had  not  strength  to  bid  the 
dream  depart.  He  lay  with  closed  eyes 
and  parted  lips,  while  his  thoughts  pictured 
Julia  bending  over  him  in  all  the  witchery 
of  her  syren  beauty.  Since  he  had  heard 
of  her  marriage,  her  loveless  marriage, 
with  Charley  Herbert,  his  feelings  to- 
wards her  had  experienced  an  alteration, 
and  perhaps  a  degradation.  The  gold  was 
alloyed.  He  no  longer  looked  upon  her 
with  that  adoring  reverential  love  which 
had  worshipped  her  while  she  stood  en- 
shrined in  her  maiden  purity  and  hallowed 
by  her  truth.  He  loved  her  now  with  the 
fiercer  and  more  turbid  emotions  of  a  pas- 
sion which  was  unsoothed  by  hope,  and  un- 
hallowed by  conscience. 

Thus  they  sat  in  silence,  the  one  gazing 
with  tranquil  love  on  the  face  of  nature, 
the  other  shutting  his  eyes  on  all  the  visi- 
ble world  to  revel  in  the  visionary  bliss 
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which  his  burning  fancy  evoked  within 
him.  They  were  roused  by  the  return  of 
Friederike,  who  came  bounding  like  a  roe 
down  the  forest  paths.  She  perched  for  a 
moment  on  the  mossy  stone  beside  her 
sister,  and  then,  tired  of  even  a  moment's 
quiet,  went  off  again  to  gather  wild  roses, 
carolling  some  old  simple  ballad  as  she 
went. 

"  Der  gluckliche  !"  murmured  Alma,  as 
she  looked  fondly  after  the  merry  imp,  and 
yet  a  little  tremulous  sigh  closed  the  sen- 
tence. O'Connor  was  roused  from  his 
reverie.  He  made  no  apology  for  it ;  for 
Alma  was  ever  ready  to  receive  him  with 
her  gentle  smile  and  quick  attention  when 
he  returned  to  her. 

"  Der  gluckliche  !  thou  happy  one  !"  he 
repeated.  "  Are  you  not  as  happy  as  the 
imp  ?  Your  quiet,  calm  cheerfulness  will 
outlast  the  childish  gaiety  of  Rika ;  one 
great  sorrow  would  quiet  her,  and  tame 
her  high  spirits.'' 
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"  Poor  Rika !"  said  Alma,  and  a  shade 
passed  over  her  clear  brow  as  if  a  prophetic 
thought  foreboded  some  great  sorrow  to 
her  young  sister. 

O'Connor,  as  they  both  again  relapsed 
into  silence,  gathered  a  handful  of  the 
forget-me-not,  which  grew  thickly  round 
him,  and  began  to  fling  them  playfully  at 
Alma.  She  threw  them  back  to  him,  but 
slily  stole  one  little  branch,  which,  unper- 
ceived  by  him,  she  hid  in  her  bosom.  He 
smiled  at  Alma's  awkwardness,  for  her 
flowers  did  not  strike  him,  and  fell  short 
on  the  ground.  He  gathered  another 
handful  and  threw  them  at  her,  they  fell 
into  her  lap  although  she  tried  to  avoid 
them,  and  he  said,  laughing, — 

"  You  cannot  help  it,  Alma,  you  must 
remember  me." 

Alma  herself  laughed,  and  finding  the 
forget-me-not  too  light  to  throw  against 
the  light  wind,  gathered  a  handful  of  the 
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menyanthes  and  flung  them  all  fresh  from 
the  lake  at  her  cousin. 

"  Alma,  this  is  a  declaration  of  love  in 
full  form  !"  he  said. 

"  How  ?"  said  Alma  ;  and  a  deep  blush 
passed  over  her  face. 

"  I  threw  a  branch  of  forget-me-not ; 
that  says  plainly,  '  think  of  me ;'  you  throw 
me  back  a  tuft  of  the  menyanthes,  which 
is  always  received  as  the  emblem  of  repose, 
and  that  may  be  read  as  *  be  tranquil,  I 
will  remember  you.'  Eh,  Alma,  have  I 
not  proposed  and  been  accepted  ?" 

It  was  evident  that  he  attached  no  idea 
of  reality  to  his  gay  nonsense,  but  Alma 
looked  painfully  embarrassed.  She  grew 
red  and  pale  by  turns ;  and,  too  artless 
and  innocent  to  hide  her  feelings,  she 
started  up  and  said,  "  Come  home,  Allaster, 
come  home." 

"  I  must  first  find  Riekchen,"  he  said  ; 
and  carelessly  throwing  the  poor  tuft  of 
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menyanthes  back  into  the  water,  he  went 
into  the  wood  to  find  Rika.  Alma  re- 
mained sitting  by  the  lake ;  and  when  he 
was  gone  she  gathered  up  the  withering 
myosotis  and  pressed  them  to  her  bosom, 
while  tears  unbidden  stood  in  her  eyes. 
While  she  sat  thus  a  hand  was  pressed 
on  her  brow,  and  her  head  was  drawn 
back,  until  Rika  could  kiss  her ;  for  Rika, 
like  most  German  girls,  though  true,  was 
caressing  in  her  ways.  Alma's  lips  were 
cold,  and  they  quivered  as  her  sister's  lips 
met  them. 

"  Alma,  you  are  crying !"  said  Friede- 
rike  reproachfully.  "  What  has  hurt  you  ? 
Some  of  Allaster's  blind,  blundering  kind- 
ness, I  suppose !" 

"  Rika,  you  are  unjust ;  you  hate  Allas- 
ter  !"  replied  Alma  quickly. 

"  I  hate  him  now,"  said  Rika  with  ani- 
mation ;  "  I  hate  him,  with  his  great  air  of 
sublime  melancholy,  and  his  sighs;  and 
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then  bis  brother-love  for  you.  Since  I 
extorted  your  secret  from  you,  my  own 
sweet  sister,  I  hate  him.  Why  did  you 
love  him  ?  Your  pride  humbled,  and  your 
health  injured,  and  all  for  him  !" 

"  Do  not  blame  me,  Rika  !"  said  Alma, 
humbly  and  timidly.  "  Our  father  told  me 
that  he  hoped  to  marry  me  to  Allaster.  It 
is  not  my  fault  if  I  thought  only  of  him — 
lived  only  on  his  kindness  since  that  day. 
It  is  not  his  fault  if  he  cannot  love  me. 
Oh,  Rika  !  for  my  sake  love  him  ;  he  is  so 
kind,  so  noble." 

"  And  such  a  fool !"  said  Rika  indig- 
nantly, "  to  have  such  a  treasure  within 
his  reach,  and  not  to  seize  it !  I  do  be- 
lieve my  magnificent  cousin  would  die  of 
thirst  beside  a  well  for  want  of  wit  to 
stoop  and  drink.  My  dog  beats  him  all 
to  nothing  for  sense  and  good  feelings." 

Alma  said  nothing.  She  knew  that  it 
was  useless  to  undertake  Allaster's  de- 
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fence  with  Rika's  inveterate  prejudice 
against  him  ;  and  so  she  sat  idly  weaving 
the  frail  drooping  flowers  into  a  wreath 
for  her  hat. 

"  I  suppose  he  gave  you  those  vile 
weeds,"  said  Rika.  "  Tell  me,  what  has 
he  been  saying  to  grieve  you  ?  If  you  do 
not  t311  me  before  he  returns  I  v.'ll  be 
savage  to  him." 

"  He  threw  these  flowers  at  me  ;  and  I 
threw  him  a  tuft  of  menyanthes,  the  em- 
blem of  repose.  See,  there  it  is,  floating 
on  the  water ;  and  then  he  said,  laughing, 
that  it  was  a  regular  proposal ;  and  then 
he  forgot  it  all,  and  went  to  look  for  you  ; 
and  I  was  very  foolish ;  I  blushed  and  hesi- 
tated, and  then  I  felt  so  unhappy." 

"  Yes,"  said  Rika  bitterly ;  "  he  wishes 
you  to  remember  him,  and  to  feed  his 
vanity  with  your  love ;  and  he  flings  away 
your  peace  of  mind  just  as  he  threw  away 
that  poor  flower.  It  shall  not  go  on  any 
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longer.  He  must  go  away.  He  is  killing 
you,  Alma.  You  do  not  sleep ;  you  have 
a  pain  in  your  side ;  you  cannot  walk  or 
ride  without  fatigue  ;  and  he  is 'the  cause 
of  it  all." 

"Ah,  truant!"  cried  O'Connor;  "I  have 

beehjooking  for  you  all  over  the  wood. 

j_ 
HowiBid  you  contrive  to  escape  me  ?" 

"  When  a  man  looks  afar  for  what  is 
near  at  hand  he  rarely  finds  it,"  said  Rika 
drily. 

"  See,  Alma,  what  a  beautiful  spray  of 
dog-rose  I  have  brought  for  your  hat,"  said 
Allaster.  "Let  me  fasten  it  to  the  rib- 
bon." 

"You  are  too  awkward,"  said  Friede- 
rike  ;  "  give  it  to  me."  She  took  the 
roses,  and  in  fastening  them  to  the  hat 
she  contrived  to  break  the  branch.  "  Ah, 
the  horrid  thing  is  broken !"  she  said  petu- 
lantly, and  she  flung  the  roses  and  the 
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wreath  of  myosotis  which  Alma  had  woven 
both  together  into  the  lake. 

Alma  said  nothing.  Her  unalterable 
sweetness  of  temper  prevented  her  sorrow 
from  assuming  the  form  of  anger  ;  but  she 
looked  regretfully  after  her  flowers,  and 
sighed  as  she  turned  away. 

Friederike  saw  that  she  had  annoyed  or 
rather  grieved  Alma.  Her  quick  temper 
got  the  better,  for  a  moment,  of  her  affec- 
tion for  her  sister,  and,  instead  of  yielding 
to  the  better  impulse,  which  prompted  her 
to  say  "  forgive  me,"  she  accused  Alma  of 
wilfully  misinterpreting  her  anxiety,  and 
extended  to  her  the  wrath  she  nourished 
for  the  devoted  head  of  O'Connor.  Her 
sharp  answers,  and  her  strict  watchfulness 
over  every  word  and  look,  which  were 
seized  in  their  flight,  examined,  analysed, 
dissected,  and  condemned,  destroyed  the 
pleasure  of  the  walk. 
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"  Will  you  fish  to-night,  Riekchen  ?" 
asked  Allaster.  "  I  have  made  two  white 
turkey-feather  moths,  which  ought  to  de- 
lude a  trout  by  starlight." 

"  I  won't  fish  ever  again  1  I  wonder 
how  I  could  ever  find  pleasure  in  torturing 
a  fish." 

"  Then,  to  be  consistent,  you  ought  to 
give  up  shooting  also,"  said  Allaster. 

"  No ;  a  bird  shot  dies  quickly,"  said 
Riekchen  ;  "  I  can  therefore  shoot,  but  I 
will  leave  the  quiet,  cold  cruelty  to  men 
who  care  not  with  what  pain  to  others 
they  purchase  their  own  pleasure." 

"  Her  majesty  the  queen  is  in  a  pas- 
sion," said  Allaster,  laughing.  "  We  were 
a  pretty  king  of  trumps  to  mind  her  maud- 
lin humours." 

Rika  bit  her  lips  ;  and,  as  if  she  feared 
to  trust  her  temper  in  reply,  scrambled 
over  the  hedge,  and  left  Alma  and  her 
Cavalier  in  quiet  possession  of  the  path. 
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"  What  is  the  matter  with  Rika  to-day  ? 
It  is  neither  full  moon  nor  midsummer, 
that  I  know  of,"  said  Allaster.  "  She  has 
spoiled  our  whole  day." 

"  You  must  forgive  her,  Allaster,"  said 
Alma  earnestly ;  "  she  is  only  a  child,  and 
her  disposition  is  as  changeable  as  an  April 
day." 

"  This  is  no  April  shower,  though,"  said 
Allaster ;  "  it  is  a  good,  sharp  March 
breeze." 

"  Let  me  rest  a  moment,"  said  Alma. 
She  sat  down  and  pressed  her  hand  to  her 
side.  Her  breathing  was  quick,  and  flut- 
tered as  the  breath  of  a  newly-caught  lin- 
net. Allaster  stood  looking  at  her  with 
all  the  manly  tenderness  of  a  brother  ; 
and  once  more,  for  the  second  time,  a 
strange  and  unwelcome  suspicion  darted 
through  his  mind — What  were  Alma's 
feelings  towards  him?  This  question  ob- 
truded itself  on  his  consideration,  and  he 
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dared  not  answer  it,  even  to  his  own  heart, 
with  the  verdict  prompted  by  his  con- 
science. At  that  moment  all  the  thou- 
sand trifles,  light  as  air,  unnoted  at  the 
time  of  their  occurrence,  which  betrayed 
Alma's  love,  rushed  upon  his  memory  ;  and 
all  the  kindness  of  his  uncle  rose  in  re- 
proachful remonstrance  in  his  mind.  As 
for  himself,  he  was  guiltless  of  aught 
which  might  have  justified  Alma's  fatal 
error.  He  had  not  willingly,  in  look,  or 
word,  or  deed,  shown  her  aught  but  the 
affection  of  a  brother;  and  yet  he  re- 
proached himself  for  that  error,  and  bit- 
terly regretted  the  show  of  his  frank  affec- 
tion, which  had  won  her  to  lavish  on  him 
all  the  treasure  of  her  first,  fond,  girlish 
love. 

"  Alma,  you  are  suffering !"  he  said,  as 
a  slight  contraction  wrinkled  her  brow,  and 
betrayed  the  pain  which  she  endured. 

"  My  chest  pains  me  when  I  walk  too 
much,"  she  whispered  hoarsely. 
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"  You  never  complain,  Alma  !"  said 
O'Connor.  "  You  do  not  care  for  your 
health  or  for  your  friends." 

"  If  I  complain  I  should  grieve  my 
father,  and  damp  poor  Rika's  spirits,"  said 
Alma ;  "  and  they  would  not  allow  me  to 
walk  or  ride." 

"  This  is  childishness,"  said  O'Connor. 
"  I  will  speak  to  my  uncle  to-night." 

"  Oh,  no,  Allaster,  no  !"  she  said  plead- 
ingly, clasping  her  hands.  "  Let  me  enjoy 
my  short  life  to  the  last.  I  know  that  I 
shall  not  live  long ;  let  me  see  Rika  and 
my  father  happy  to  the  last  days  of  my 
little  span ;  and  let  me  leave  them  the 
remembrance  of  my  life  as  the  memory  of 
a  sunny  day.  Promise  me  this,  Allaster  !" 

"  I  promise  not  to  alarm  them  needless- 
ly," said  O'Connor.  "  But  why  do  you 
agitate  yourself  thus  ?  even  now  I  see 
tears  in  your  eyes,  and  a  flush  on  your 
cheek.  This  excitement  is  bad  for  you, 
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Alma ;   and   of  late   every   trifle   excites 
you." 

"  Nothing  is  a  trifle  to  me  now  !"  said 
Alma  with  a  sweet,  sad  smile,  the  smile  of 
a  mourning  cherub.  "  The  joys  and  the 
sorrows  of  a  moment  are  important  to  me, 
whose  life  will  be  measured  by  weeks,  and 
not  by  years." 

"  I  pray  you  speak  not  thus  !"  said 
O'Connor.  "  You  must  not  talk  of  death 
so  calmly ;  you,  so  young,  so  happy,  and 
so  loved  " 

"  I  have  been  so  happy — I  have  enjoyed 
life  so  thoroughly,  that  it  would  be  un- 
grateful as  well  as  sinful  to  murmur  when 
God  calls  me  home  to  my  mother.  I 
scarcely  can  wish  to  go  or  to  stay.  My 
father  here,  my  mother  there,  and  my  God 
everywhere." 

"And  Rika — and  I,"  said  O'Connor, 
without  well  knowing  what  he  said.  "  Oh, 
Alma,  do  not  talk  of  leaving  us." 

E  5 
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"  Rika  and  you  will  forget  me.  You 
will  both  form  other  ties,  and  enjoy  all 
the  busy  stir  of  life,  and  poor  Alma  will 
fade  from  your  minds,  dear  as  I  may  be 
now." 

"  Oh  no,  Anmuth !"  said  O'Connor,  gen- 
tly taking  her  hand.  For  the  first  time  he 
observed  how  darkly  the  veins  were  traced 
below  the  transparent  skin.  The  progress 
of  that  insidious  spoiler,  consumption,  was 
marked  on  those  full  veins,  and  on  the  hot, 
dry  palm.  He  felt  a  bitter  pang  of  sorrow 
thrilling  through  his  heart — pity,  affection, 
grief — all  envenomed  by  self-reproach.  At 
that  moment  Rika  returned.  She  had 
filled  her  hat  with  wild  strawberries,  and, 
kneeling,  offered  them  to  Alma.  It  was  a 
sort  of  peace-offering.  Alma  took  them 
and  shared  them  gaily  with  O'Connor,  who 
could  not,  like  her,  forget  the  interrupted 
conversation. 
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CHAPTER  TV. 

I  have  given  you  here  a  thread  of  mine  own  life, 
Or  that  for  which  I  live. 
Take  my  daughter. 

THE  TEMPEST. 


"  And  you  go  to-morrow !"  said  Friede- 
rike  to  O'Connor,  as  they  strolled  along 
the  stream  which  wound  through  their 
valley. 

"  I  cannot  stay  longer ;"  said  O'Connor, 
on  whose  arm  Alma  leaned. 

"  My  father  will  not  allow  you  to  leave 
us  !"  whispered  Alma.  Her  voice  failed 
her,  for  even  their  slow  lingering  walk 
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made  her  breath  come  quick,  and  fluttered 
her  pulses. 

"  Why  should  I  stay?"  said  Allaster. 
"It  is  always  the  same  with  us,  always 
the  same  petition  for  another  day.  It  hurts 
me  to  refuse,  and  yet  I  ought  to  go." 

"  Does  it  really  hurt  you  to  refuse  us 
the  felicity  of  admiring  you  ?"  said  Rika, 
almost  rudely,  for  her  real  anger  pierced 
through  the  assumed  gaiety  of  her  tone. 
There  was  bitterness  in  her  irony,  for  she 
hated  Allaster.  Alma  was  changed.  Her 
figure  began  to  lose  the  delicate  roundness 
of  its  outline ;  a  dark  violet  shade  gathered 
round  her  large  blue  eyes,  and  a  deeper 
crimson  burned  on  her  cheek.  Poor  Riek- 
cher's  heart  was  wrung  as  she  gazed  on  this 
fatal  prophetic  beauty,  and  she  looked  on 
Allaster  as  the  cause,  and  treated  him  with 
savage  injustice.  Even  his  unwearying 
kindness,  which  was  so  dear  to  Alma,  and 
so  gratefully  received  by  her,  appeared  to 
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Friederike  as  a  mockery,  and  was  repulsed 
by  her  with  stern  impatience. 

Alma  was  tired.  She  walked  slowly, 
pressing  her  hand  to  her  side.  Allaster 
threw  his  coat  over  the  stump  of  a  tree, 
and  in  spite  of  her  remonstrances,  placed 
her  upon  the  seat  he  had  thus  prepared 
for  her. 

"Lean  on  me,  Anmuth!"  he  said,  as 
he  seated  himself  near  her,  and  gently 
drew  her  arm  over  his  shoulder. 

"  I  tire  you  !"  said  Alma,  blushing,  as 
she  drew  away  her  arm. 

Rika  looked  savagely  at  him.  She 
hated  him  the  more  for  the  half  embrace 
he  had  so  unconsciously  obtained.  Had 
he  contrived  it  intentionally  she  would 
have  forgiven  him,  perhaps. 

"  I  tire  you  with  my  silly  fancies!"  said 
Alma.  "  You  and  Rika  are  slaves  to  my 
weakness." 

A  useful   soldier  I  should   be  if  your 
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little  hand  could  tire  me,  Anmuth,"  said 
O'Connor ;  "  as  to  master  Rika,  I  do  not 
pity  him  in  the  least  for  his  attendance  on 
you/' 

"  I  told  you  before  that  I  do  not  choose 
to  be  called  master  Rika,"  said  Friederike. 

"  I  cry  you  mercy,  gracious  countess," 
said  Allaster,  laughing ;  "  I  have  made  an 
apology,  and  I  give  you  a  kiss  besides,  if 
you  like,  so  let  us  be  friends." 

"  You  will  not  go  to-morrow,  Allaster  ?" 
said  Alma,  pleadingly.  "  Your  leave  is 
not  up  yet,  and  you  must  not  rob  us  of 
our  rights.  We  have  six  whole  days  still, 
besides  this  evening  and  the  morning  of 
your  departure.  Say  that  you  will  stay, 
and  let  us  enjoy  this  beautiful  sunset !" 

'  *  You  forget  that  I  am  a  soldier  of  for- 
tune— my  profession  is  my  all.  I  have 
only  lingered  here  too  long  already." 

"  I  wish  you  were  gone !"  said  Rika ; 
"  I  hate  to  hear  so  much  said  about  any 
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one  thing  or  person.  Go  or  stay,  and 
make  an  end  of  it." 

"  Stay !"  said  Alma.  She  began  to 
pluck  the  broad  luxuriant  leaves  of  a 
sapling  oak,  and  threw  them  one  by  one 
into  the  stream.  With  the  superstition  of 
her  country,  she  attached  a  hope  and  a 
wish  to  each,  and  sought  in  their  voyage 
down  the  rippling  current  to  find  an  omen 
and  a  sign.  One  leaf  was  swept  by  the 
eddy  towards  a  ledge  of  rock,  and  there  it 
rested  to  wither  ;  one  was  entangled  among 
the  reeds,  and  disappeared  for  ever ;  one, 
after  whirling  for  a  moment  in  the  mimic 
rapid,  floated  swiftly  and  smoothly  down 
the  stream,  until  it  was  lost  to  her  sight. 
Some  fond  hope  was  attached  to  that  frail 
bark,  for  Alma  smiled  joyously  as  it 
vanished. 

They  returned  to  the  house  ;  Alma  com- 
plained of  the  cold,  and  went  in.  As  it 
was  not  yet  supper  time,  O'Connor  lin- 
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gered  on  the  grassy  terrace  beneath  the 
window.  In  a  short  time  he  was  joined 
by  Count  O'Donnel.  The  General  was 
smoking,  so  Allaster  silently  walked  beside 
him  to  his  favourite  stone  bench  beneath 
the  arbour  covered  with  vines.  Instead 
of  sitting  down,  the  General  began  to  pace 
the  alley  with  slow  steps,  and  O'Connor 
still  accompanied  him.  The  General  was 
buried  in  thought ;  O'Connor  was  silent ; 
he  thought  of  Alma.  The  sunset  faded? 
the  lights  glimmered  from  the  windows  of 
the  schloss,  and  stillness  sank  on  all  around, 
and  yet  the  uncle  and  the  nephew  con- 
tinued to  pace  the  alley  in  silence.  One 
subject  occupied  the  minds  of  the  two 
men;  they  both  felt  that  an  explanation 
was  necessary,  and  yet  neither  would  open 
the  discussion. 

"You  go  to-morrow,  Allaster?"  said 
the  General,  at  length,  abruptly  broaching 
the  subject  on  which  both  longed  to  speak. 
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"  I  have  stayed  too  long  already !"  said 
Allaster. 

They  took  another  turn  along  the  alley, 
chequered  by  the  moonlight  and  the  sha- 
dows of  the  trees,  like  a  giant  pavement 
of  ebony  and  ivory.  And  both  again  al- 
lowed the  conversation  to  pause,  but 
thought  filled  the  silence  sufficiently  to 
make  them  feel  it  not  an  interruption. 

"  Well,  if  it  must  be  thus,  God  bless  you, 
my  boy !"  at  last,  said  the  General,  as  he 
halted  in  the  full  moonlight,  and  looked 
sadly  on  his  nephew.  "  I  had  hoped  it 
would  have  been  otherwise.  The  dearest 
wish  of  an  old  man  is  disappointed.  But 
it  cannot  be  helped  now." 

He  held  out  his  hand  to  O'Connor,  who 
grasped  it  in  the  strong  clasp  which  be- 
trayed the  agitation  of  his  heart. 

"  You  have  been  too  kind  to  me,"  he 
said,  "  but  I  ought  not  to  stay  here  longer. 
I  have  been  very  unhappy  of  late." 


90  JULIA    HOWARD. 

"  Are  you  unhappy,  also  ?"  inquired 
Count  O'Donnel,  quickly.  A  hope  rose  in 
his  mind ;  "  what  troubles  have  you  to 
annoy  you  ?" 

"  I  have  loved, — I  love, — and  the  woman 
whom  I  have  worshipped  with  all  the  de- 
votion of  my  soul,  whom  I  have  loved 
without  changing  or  wavering,  since  the 
first  throb  of  youthful  passion  swelled  in 
my  veins,  whom  1  loved  with  that  inten- 
sity, that  concentration  of  every  fierce  or 
fond  feeling  of  my  nature,  that  I  almost 
looked  on  life  but  as  the  power  of  loving 
her ;  that  woman  has  been  false  to  me. 
She  is  married  to  Charles  Herbert !" 

"  If  she  has  been  false,  forget  her !"  said 
Count  O'Donnel.  "A  woman's  fickleness 
should  never  embitter  a  brave  man's  exist- 
ence. It  should  be  only  like  a  petty  nettle 
in  your  path,  a  thing  to  be  trampled  on 
and  forgotten." 

"  Aye,  forget  her !"    it  is  easy  to  say 
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those  words,  but  I  cannot  forget  her. 
Even  now  at  one  moment  I  feel  that  my 
own  future  life  will  be  a  blank,  and  that 
my  existence  will  be  but  one  long  pining 
thought  of  her.  Again  a  busy  tempting 
devil  whispers  revenge,  and  bids  me  seek 
her,  woo  her,  win  her  love,  heap  on  her  all 
the  burning  agony  which  scathes  my  breast, 
and  be  a  curse  and  a  bane  to  her,  as  she 
has  been  a  blight  to  me  !  One  moment  I 
adore  her  still — the  next  moment  I  hate 
her  with  a  hatred  equal  to  the  love  I  bore 
her.  Tell  me  now,  uncle,  do  I  not  well  to 
go  hence,  and  seek  forgetfulness  in  the 
excitement  of  danger  and  the  glorious 
gambling  of  war !" 

"  Be  it  so !"  said  Count  O'Donnel,  sadly. 
"  I  seek  not  now  to  hold  you  back.  I 
had  hoped  for  better  things ;  I  had  hoped 
to  find  in  my  sister's  child  a  son  for  my 
old  age,  and  a  protector  to  whom  I  could 
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commit  my  poor  orphan  girls,  when  I 
should  go  hence  to  share  the  grave  of  their 
mother." 

"  And  you  have  found  all  you  sought," 
said  Allaster ;  "  I  will  be  a  son  to  you  and 
a  brother  to  my  cousins." 

"  Words,  words,  boy !"  said  the  Count. 
"  Where  there  is  no  indissoluble  tie  to  bind 
men  they  soon  forget  such  promises  as 
these.  Time  passes,  the  fondest  affections 
change,  and  the  plighted  love  of  a  brother, 
such  as  you  offer  my  girls,  lapses  into  in- 
difference. If  you  had  married  Alma  you 
would  have  been  a  brother  to  Rika,  but 
as  it  is  I  shall  not  be  long  dead  ere  you 
will  forget  them — I  hope  they  may  as 
easily  forget  you." 

Allaster  did  not  know  what  to  say.  He 
felt  miserable,  awkward,  and  angry  with 
the  count,  with  himself,  and  with  the 
world  in  general.  They  took  another  turn 
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along  the  alley.  O'Connor  wished  himself 
a  thousand  leagues  away,  but  he  did  not 
like  to  leave  the  General  abruptly. 

"  Alma  is  not  strong !"  said  Count 
O'Donnel,  suddenly. 

"  I  know  it,"  said  Allaster,  "  but  I 
hoped  you  had  not  perceived  it.  It  is 
nothing  to  alarm  us,  she  is  so  young  and 
healthful,  that  she  will  soon  regain  her 
strength.  I  think  the  winter  was  too 
severe  for  her." 

"  You  hoped  I  had  not  perceived  her 
weakness  ?  and  you  hope  that  she  will  soon 
get  well  and  strong  ?"  said  Count  O'Don- 
nel, bitterly.  "  Alma  is  my  life.  All  your 
frenzy  of  love  for  Mrs.  Herbert  is  nothing 
to  a  father's  quiet  devotion  to  his  child. 
I  would  not  let  her  see  the  misery  she 
caused  me — I  hid  my  anxiety — but  do  you 
not  perceive  that  Doctor  Meyer  dines  here 
almost  every  day?  He  comes  to  watch 
over  her.  He  tells  me  that  as  yet  there  is 
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hope.  He  warns  me  to  conceal  my  fears ; 
to  divert  her  thoughts  from  her  state :  to 
give  her  amusement,  occupation,  change  of 
scene,  and  new  interests.  He  tells  me 
that  a  happy  marriage  would  save  her  even 
now."  The  old  man  paused,  then  con- 
tinued: "God  help  me,  Allaster,  happi- 
ness alone  can  save  her,  and  I  cannot  give 
her  happiness — she  loves  you,  and  you  will 
not  see  it." 

'*  I  feared  it !"  said  Allaster  sadly,  and 
in  a  low  reluctant  whisper. 

"Allaster,  I  speak  to  you  across  the 
open  grave  of  my  darling,"  continued  the 
General.  "  What,  therefore,  have  I  to  do 
with  pride?  I  offer  her  to  you — take  her 
to  your  bosom,  snatch  her  from  death,  and 
I  will  bless  you  for  the  mercy  you  will 
show  me."  Allaster  was  silent,  and  the 
noble  veteran  continued.  "  Can  you  not 
love  her  ? — is  she  not  very  beautiful,  and 
very  good  ? — look  at  her  there,"  he  added, 
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pointing  to  the  illuminated  window  of  the 
dining-room,  where  they  could  see  Alma 
and  Rika  arranging  some  fruit  on  the 
supper  table  ;  "  is  she  not  like  an  angel  on 
my  hearth  ?" 

"  Had  I  never  known  Julia,  1  should 
have  worshipped  Alma/'  said  Allaster,  in 
hesitating  reply  to  the  old  man's  appeal ; 
"  but  the  power  of  loving  is  burned  out  of 
my  nature,  I  am  not  worthy  of  Alma 
now." 

"  Do  not  sacrifice  that  innocent,  loving 
creature  to  the  wild  fancies  of  an  unhal- 
lowed passion ;"  said  Count  O'Donnel. 
"  Mrs.  Herbert  has  forgotten  you ; — do  not 
avenge  her  falsehood  on  my  child,  do  not 
waste  your  own  life  in  unmanly  regret,  or 
unholy  desire.  Marry,  form  other  ties, 
acquire  other  duties,  and  you  will  be  happy 
yourself,  you  will  rescue  my  darling  from 
the  grave,  and  lead  down  my  grey  hairs  in 
peace  to  the  tomb." 
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Allaster  was  silent  for  a  space.  He 
knew  too  well  that  Alma's  life  was  in  his 
hands,  and  suspended  on  his  decision ;  he 
looked  on  his  gallant  old  uncle,  and  he  felt 
that  a  refusal  would  strike  him  to  the 
heart's  core  like  the  stroke  of  a  dagger — 
he  had  not  courage  to  do  all  this.  He 
would  not  offer  so  many  victims  on  the 
altar  of  a  now  guilty  love.  Better  to 
sacrifice  himself— ^to  save  Alma,  to  soothe 
the  declining  age  of  the  old  man,  and  then 
his  task  done,  to  seek  oblivion  ,in  a  sol- 
dier's grave,  if  he  could  not  find  happiness 
in  the  honourable,  manly  duties  of  an  active 
life.  He  would  not  give  himself  time  to 
pause,  lest  he  should  recoil  from  the  act  of 
self-devotion  which  he  meditated,  —  he 
would  not  think  lest  he  should  regret. 

"  I  will  marry  Alma  !"  he  said  firmly 
and  solemnly,  "  I  need  not  tell  you  that  I 
will  make  her  happy.  My  honour  is  the 
guardian  of  her  happiness," 
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"  My  son !  the  blessing  of  an  old  man 
and  the  love  of  an  angel  will  reward  you !" 
said  the  Count.  "  My  son,  God  bless  you !" 

"  My  father !"  said  Allaster,  and  his 
voice  quivered,  for  he  thought  of  a  lonely 
grave  beneath  the  Druid's  tree,  and  of  a 
false  woman  who  had  spurned  the  devotion 
of  the  exile.  His  country,  his  home,  his 
love,  his  father's  grave,  were  all  at  once 
renounced  by  the  act  he  had  performed. 
He  was  more  alone,  more  isolated  than 
ever.  Thenceforth  even  his  thoughts  were 
forbidden  to  revisit  his  native  land. 

"  Go  to  her,"  said  the  General,  "  remem- 
ber that  her  life  is  in  your  keeping." 

Allaster  mechanically  obeyed.  He 
reached  the  door  and  paused  a  moment  to 
gaze  around  him.  His  long  gaze  was  like 
the  look  with  which  men  who  are  about  to 
die  take  their  leave  of  the  world. 

"  All  is  over  now!"  he  muttered;  "  hence- 
forth, I  am  a  stranger  to  myself,  I  shall 
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not  think  my  own  thoughts,  live  with  my 
own  life, — I  shall  be  a  lie  unto  myself.  Be 
it  so  ;  I  shall  at  least  save  that  old  man's 
child,  and  why  should  I  grudge  my 
wretched  existence  to  the  only  beings  on 
earth  who  now  love  me  ?  Farewell,  Julia, 
— I  enter  my  living  grave !"  He  entered 
the  room  where  supper  was  prepared. 

"  Where  is  papa?"  said  Alma. 

"  In  the  apple-walk  !"  replied  Allaster. 

"  Rika,  tell  him  that  the  supper  is 
ready !"  said  Alma.  Rika  sprang  out  to 
summon  her  father ;  and  Allaster  was 
alone  with  his  bride.  He  looked  upon 
her,  and  as  the  lamp-light  fell  on  her  fore- 
head, casting  deep  shadows  beneath  her 
eye-brows,  and  on  her  cheeks,  the  change 
which  a  few  days  had  wrought  was  pain- 
fully legible  on  her  face.  That  fair  young 
girl  was  a  flower  of  the  tomb,  a  deep  pity 
filled  Allaster's  soul.  He  was  old  in  spirit, 
though  not  in  years ;  and  he  experienced 
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for  her  all  the  desponding  affection  that 
sorrowing  age  feels  for  youth.  Sorrow 
had  taught  him  the  lesson  of  compassion, 
and  the  sufferings  he  had  endured  had 
given  a  keen  sensitiveness  to  his  sympa- 
thies. He  bent  over  Alma,  and  gently 
took  her  hand.  She  strove  to  draw  it 
away,  but  he  detained  it  in  a  light  pres- 
sure. 

"  You  must  not  take  it  from  me,  Alma  !" 
he  said.  "  It  is  mine.  I  have  spoken  to 
your  father — he  gives  you  to  me.  Alma, 
will  you  be  my  wife  ?" 

"  Your  wife  !  oh,  Allaster,  is  it  a  dream  ?" 
she  whispered. 

"  Then  you  are  mine !"  he  said,  as  she 
yielded  her  hand  to  his  clasp  !  He  drew 
her  to  his  breast,  and  pressed  his  lips  to 
hers. 

"  Yours — and  oh,  how  happy  !"  she  mur- 
mured, as  she  hid  her  face  on  his  breast. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

One  struggle  more  and  I  am  free 

From  pangs  that  rend  my  heart  in  twain, 
One  long  last  sigh  to  love  and  thee, 

Then  back  to  busy  life  again. 
,  jhiqs    0  BYRON. 

A  FEW  days  glided  on  unmarked  by  any 
event.  O'Connor  lived  and  moved,  as  in 
a  dream.  Plighted  to  Alma  O'Donnel, 
treated  as  a  son  by  the  old  General,  as  a 
brother  by  Rika,  as  master  and  lord  by 
every  man,  woman,  and  child  on  the 
estates  of  the  Count,  he  had  all  that  a 
reasonable  mortal  could  desire  at  his  com- 
mand, and  yet  he  was  not  happy.  His  lot 
was  not  chosen  by  himself;  he  had  not 
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achieved  greatness,  but  had  greatness 
thrust  upon  him,  and  he  valued  it  not. 
He  pined  for  his  poverty  and  his  indepen- 
dence. The  free  choice  of  weal  or  woe 
is  the  birthright  of  man,  and  no  amount  of 
good  fortune  can  atone  for  the  loss  of  that 
freedom.  Love  unwooed  is  unwelcome, 
pleasure  itself  is  distasteful  if  it  be  not  the 
realization  of  a  desire ;  glory  is  a  nothing, 
an  empty  name,  if  it  be  not  the  object  of 
ambition.  A  Master's  very  soul  was  dead 
within  him,  and  nothing  but  the  spirit  of 
self-sacrifice  to  the  old  man's  daughter, 
carried  him  decently  through  the  irksome 
representation  of  his  part. 

He  pitied  Alma,  who  had  cast  her  all 
of  happiness  into  his  keeping,  as  a  careless 
child  might  drop  a  priceless  gem  into  the 
depths  of  the  ocean.  He  received  the 
lavish  and  yet  delicate  proofs  of  her  girlish 
love  with  a  remorseful  gratitude,  and  the 
knowledge  of  his  power  over  her  inspired 
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him  with  a  mournful  tenderness.  He 
bore  to  her  the  full  sum  of  unalloyed  affec- 
tion which  she  might  have  claimed  had 
they  been  cradled  in  infancy  beside  the 
same  hearth,  and  Alma  was  happy  with 
that  brother's  love. 

The  preparations  for  their  marriage  oc- 
cupied much  time,  for  the  General  had 
many  arrangements  to  make,  and  O'Connor 
did  not  urge  him,  with  a  lover's  impatient 
longing,  to  hurry  over  his  formalities.  The 
General  treated  O'Connor  nobly.  The 
Schloss  and  landed  property  were  settled 
on  Alma ;  the  ready  money  was  reserved 
for  Rika's  portion.  O'Connor  thought 
little  of  his  interests,  and  asked  no  ques- 
tions. The  Count  obtained  from  the 
Queen  a  promise  that  after  his  death  his 
count's  title  and  his  gold  key  should  be 
granted  to  his  adopted  sou.  While  all 
these  preliminary  matters  were  being  con- 
cluded, O'Connor's  leave  ran  out.  He  was 
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obliged  to  join  his  regiment.  Alma  saw 
him  depart  with  quiet  resignation  and 
gentle  feminine  sorrow.  He  left  her  with 
a  pang  of  remorse  in  his  conscience  for 
the  indifference  with  which  he  parted  from 
her. 

He  was  glad  to  be  alone  once  more: 
glad  to  enjoy  a  respite  from  his  unsought 
felicity.  In  absence  he  hoped  to  school 
himself  to  enjoy  it  with  contentment,  if 
not  with  rapture ;  and  he  set  himself,  with 
the  honest  purpose  of  a  true  and  honour- 
able man,  to  prepare  himself  for  the  duties 
he  had  promised  to  assume. 

He  resolved  to  forget  Julia ;  but  vain 
was  the  resolution.  The  waters  of  ob- 
livion rise  coldly  from  the  sweet  cloying 
fount  of  pleasure,  but  they  spring  not  from 
the  bitter  source  of  sorrow.  Were  Julia 
dead  he  might  have  been  consoled ;  but  to 
know  her  living,  and  living  for  another, 
was  too  much.  The  heartache  of  baffled 
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passion    was    unhealed.        The    rankling 
poison  of  jealousy  irritated  the  wounds  of 
his  lacerated  heart.     The  very  attempt  to 
forget,  revived  the  recollection   of  Julia. 
The  busy  demon  of  disappointed  love,  with 
his    insidious   wile,  associated   her   image 
with  that  of  the  Countess  Alma.     Never 
could  Allaster  try  to  think  of  his  betrothed 
bride  without  feeling  the  unblessed  me- 
mory of  Herbert's  wife  interposed  between 
him  and  her  whom  he  was  bound  to  love. 
And  yet  never  were  two  beings  more 
dissimilar   than  Julia  and  Alma.     Alma, 
almost  entirely  ignorant  of  the  world,  and 
but  slightly  acquainted  with  books,  could 
not  exercise  over  a  man  the  same  power 
which  belonged  of  right  to  Julia,  who  had 
devoted  years  to  study  and  reflection,  al- 
most too   stern   and    high- wrought   for  a 
woman,  and  had  thus  matured  her  intel- 
lectual  faculties,  and  developed  the  rich 
treasures  of  a  mind  dowered  with  genius 
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of  no  common  order.  The  touching  love- 
liness of  Alma's  face,  the  softness  and 
simple  kindness  of  her  disposition,  the 
winning  playfulness  of  her  manners,  the 
infantine  innocence  of  her  mind,  were  not 
lost  on  O'Connor ;  he  appreciated  them, 
but  even  when  he  thought  of  them  most 
kindly  he  felt  nothing  of  those  sentiments 
with  which  he  had  gazed  on  the  faultless 
beauty  of  Julia ;  on  the  nameless  fascina- 
tions of  her  manner,  on  the  seductive 
grace  of  her  mien,  by  turns  haughty  and 
gentle,  and  bearing  that  impress  of  soul 
and  thought  which  lends  an  eloquent 
meaning  to  every  look  and  gesture  of  those 
who  possess  this  rare  and  crowning  charm. 
Even  their  love  for  him  evinced  the  differ- 
ence and  contrast  of  their  characters. 
Alma  looked  up  to  O'Connor  with  appeal- 
ing fondness,  and  clung  to  him  with  trust- 
ing humility :  she  was  dependant  on  his 
kindness,  and  he  was  the  lord  of  her  des- 
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tiny.  Julia,  on  the  other  hand,  was  strong 
in  her  own  strength,  and  even  when  re- 
luctantly betraying  her  love,  bade  him 
depart  for  ever, — and  he  was  the  slave  of 
her  will. 

Alma's  Lome  was  her  world, — there  all 
her  thoughts  were  centered,  and  fain  would 
she  have  attracted  O'Connor  within  her 
own  narrow  sphere,  and  won  him  to  resign 
every  manly  duty  of  a  soldier  or  a  citizen 
that,  undisturbed  by  their  nobler  excite- 
ments, he  might  love  her  with  undivided 
tenderness.  Julia,  on  the  contrary,  would 
have  wished  to  open  new  sources  of  plea- 
sure for  him ;  she  would  have  wished  that 
he  should  enjoy  that  intensity  of  life  which 
is  only  felt  when  every  faculty  of  soul  and 
body  is  healthfully  employed ;  she  would 
have  urged  him  to  seek  power  and  fame — 
to  fill  the  camp  and  the  senate  with  his 
name.  She  would  have  joyed  to  feel  the 
hand  that  had  wielded  a  conquering  sword 
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tremble  in  her  clasp ;  she  would  have 
listened  with  rapture  to  the  voice  of  her 
lover  when  silent  senates  had  yielded  the 
tribute  of  breathless  attention  to  the  spell- 
words  of  his  eloquence.  O'Connor  had 
read  these  secret  impulses  of  Julia's  soul 
in  her  kindling  glance  and  on  her  thought- 
ful brow,  and  though  to  a  man  of  a  colder 
heart  or  a  more  impassive  temperament 
such  enthusiasm  would  seem  a  sort  of  hal- 
lucination, yet  to  him  it  seemed  an  assur- 
ance that  Julia's  spirit  was  kindred  with 
his  own.  He  felt  that  in  her  soul,  as  in 
his,  dwelt  vague,  burning  aspirations,  for 
fame,  power,  knowledge,  —  for  something 
above  and  beyond  the  sphere  of  their  ma- 
terial life,  and  the  narrow  limits  of  their 
daily  existence ;  and  out  of  the  deep  sym- 
pathies of  these  common  illusions  he  had 
woven  a  tie  to  bind  them  to  each  other  in 
absence  and  through  time.  He  had  long 
allowed  himself  to  believe,  with  the  fond 
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superstition  of  love,  that  Julia  and  he  were 
linked  together  by  a  mystic  chain — that 
they  were  like  the  twin  shoots  of  the  plane 
tree,  which  when  planted  far  from  each 
other  and  the  parent  tree,  yet  flourish,  and 
fade,  and  die  at  the  same  hour.  These 
thoughts  often  came  back  upon  his  mind, 
and  then,  waking  with  a  start,  he  remem- 
bered that  Julia  was  the  wife  of  Herbert, 
and  that  he  was  the  betrothed  of  Alma 
O'Donnel  ;  and  then  began  again  the 
struggle  of  his  endeavours  to  forget  the 
married  woman,  and  to  love  the  bride  they 
had  given  him. 

In  October,  O'Donnel  wrote  to  him  that 
all  was  ready  for  his  marriage.  He  asked 
for  leave,  obtained  it,  and  returned  to  his 
home.  Alma  received  him  with  joy  ;  but 
when  the  first  excitement  of  her  delight 
was  over,  he  saw  that  a  fearful  change  had 
jet  in.  Her  voice  was  more  languid,  her 
step  more  slow,  her  cheek  more  thin  and 
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bright,  and  her  form  more  wasted  than 
when  he  had  left  her.  It  was  a  shock  to 
him,  for  he  loved  her  truly,  although  not 
as  a  lover  ought  to  love. 

"  Oh,  uncle ! "  he  said,  as  soon  as  she 
left  the  room,  "  she  is  greatly  changed — 
she  has  been  ill,  and  you  hid  it  from  me  !" 

"  She  has  not  been  ill,  arid  Meyer  says 
that  a  tour  in  Italy  this  winter  will  restore 
her  to  full  health.  Do  not  try  to  frighten 
me :  Meyer  assures  me  that  love  and  hap- 
piness will  save  her." 

The  old  man's  dearest  wish  was  accom- 
plished. Allaster  was  about  to  become 
the  husband  of  his  child,  and  she  was  so 
happy  too,  that  he  could  not  bear  to  allow 
a  dread  to  intrude  upon  his  quiet  content- 
ment. O'Connor  pitied  him.  lie  saw  too 
well  that  they  were  all  deceived  about 
Alma's  state,  and  he  knew  that  they  would 
be  cruelly  undeceived. 

The  day  for  their  marriage  was  fixed  ;  a 
week  from  the  day  of  his  return  Alma's 
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time  was  taken  up,  in  a  great  measure,  by 
the  little  occupations  which  her  marriage 
occasioned.  Friends  came  pouring  in  every 
day  to  see  her  and  her  bridegroom  ;  from 
friends  who  could  not  come,  came  letters 
and  heaps  of  presents.  They  were  to  be 
received — the  letters  were  to  be  answered. 
Once  or  twice  Alma  and  Allaster  paid 
visits  together.  Alma  was  happy,  and  yet 
there  was  a  languor  in  all  her  movements, 
a  doubt  and  a  vague  regret  on  her  soft 
earnest  gaze  which  excited  a  strange  doubt- 
ing dread  in  Allaster's  heart. 

O 

On  the  day  before  their  marriage  he  had 
taken  her  out  to  drive  with  him  in  a  light 
carriole.  She  was  very  silent,  and  though 
at  times  she  laid  her  hand  on  his  arm  and 
looked  fondly  into  his  face,  yet  in  general 
her  large,  and  now  deeply  sunk  eyes, 
wandered,  with  a  long  slow  glance,  over 
every  object.  She  looked  on  all  as  if 
bidding  them  farewell,  and  as  she  pressed 
her  hand  on  her  side,  and  turned  her  parted 
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lips  to  the  sighing  breeze,  it  seemed  as  if 
she  drank  deep  draughts  of  the  air,  and 
sought  life  in  its  purity.  Allaster  spoke 
to  her  frequently,  and  strove  to  cheer  her. 
She  smiled  sadly,  and  was  silent  still. 

On  their  return  they  went  to  supper. 
Of  late  Alma  had  eaten  little,  and  lived 
almost  solely  on  milk  and  fruits.  This 
evening,  however,  she  drank  some  wine ; 
it  seemed  to  give  her  strength,  and  she 
spoke  more  cheerfully,  and  even  smiled 
almost  joyously.  The  General  was  full  of 
spirits  ;  a  young  bridegroom  could  not  re- 
joice more  openly  in  the  approaching 
marriage  than  did  the  old  soldier.  They 
laughed  and  chatted  merrily,  until  the 
Genera],  as  was  his  custom,  fell  asleep  in 
his  large  chair  beside  the  stove. 

"  I  know  you  will  be  fonder  of  me  when 
I  leave  you  to  your  own  devices,"  said 
Riekchen,  laughing ;  "so  I  will  to  our 
nurse's  comfortable  little  den.  Poor  Fran 
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Dwyer  at  least  will  talk  to  me,  and  you 
two  only  look  at  each  other  and  sigh.'* 

"You'll  be  as  bad  yourself  some  fine 
day,  Rika,"  said  Allaster,  who  often  felt 
grateful  to  Rika  for  her  quizzing  assertion 
of  the  love  he  strove  to  feel. 

"  Till  then,  or  until  your  love-fit  is  over, 
let  us  meet  as  little  as  we  can,"  said  Rika, 
laughing. 

"  I  do  desire  we  may  be  better  stran- 
gers," rejoined  O'Connor.  Rika  sprang 
away,  and  Alaster  and  his  betrothed  were 
alone,  for  the  General  still  slept,  and  they 
sat  in  the  deep  bow  of  a  window.  The 
recess  was  piled  with  cushions,  and  Alma 
lay  on  them,  her  head  resting  on  her 
cousin's,  and  her  waist  encircled  by  his 
arm.  They  were  in  darkness,  for  the 
shaded  light  of  the  lamp  scarcely  reached 
to  them.  Within  all  was  still,  without  all 
was  hushed. 

It   had  been  a   hot  grey  day ;    hot  as 
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summer  and  oppressive  as  autumn.  If 
there  be  health  and  life  in  the  sappy 
odours  of  spring,  there  is  the  taint  of 
death  on  the  perfumes  of  the  autumn. 
The  moon  had  not  risen,  and  the  stars 
shone  dimly  through  the  iron  grey  vapour 
sheeting  the  sombre  heaven.  Deep  shadow 
veiled  the  earth.  The  trees  were  motion- 
less, the  sound  of  the  river  was  scarcely 
heard ;  for  there  was  no  reverberation  in 
the  hot  dull  air.  No  sound  was  heard 
save  the  chiming  croak  of  the  small  green 
frog,  or  the  hollow  moaning  roar  of  a  bull 
on  the  pasture  near  the  schloss.  Suddenly 
a  sheet  of  pale  lightning  quivered  along 
the  horizon.  The  darkness  succeeded  it, 
and  then  again  the  sheet-lightning 
gleamed  through  the  obscurity  The  scene 
profoundly  affected  O'Connor.  It  recalled 
the  night  when  he  had  witnessed  the  murder 
of  his  ill-fated  friend  Karl  von  Turkheim. 
He  sat  in  silence.  Alma,  too,  was  mute  ; 
but  O'Connor  could  feel  the  tumultuous 
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and  irregular  palpitation  of  her  heart. 
Prompted  by  some  nameless  foreboding, 
he  pressed  his  hand  more  firmly  on  her 
side,  as  if  he  could  still  that  fluttered  beat- 
ing, and  calm  those  feverish  pulses. 

"  How  oppressive  the  air  is  to-night, 
Alma !"  he  said,  at  last ;  "  it  is  so 
charged  with  elasticity  that  I  can  scarcely 
breathe.'' 

"I  thought  it  was  my  strength  that 
failed,"  said  Alma,  "  for  I  am  suffocated ; 
open  the  window,  Allaster !" 

"  The  air  is  too  damp  and  too  hazy  for 
for  you^nmuth,"  he  said. 

"Oh,  Allaster,  let  me  breathe  it  once 
more,"  whispered  Alma.  O'Connor  stood 
up,  fetched  a  cloak  and  wrapped  it  round 
Alma,  and  then  opened  the  window.  He 
seated  himself  again  beside  her,  and  wind- 
ing his  arm  round  her,  gently  bent  her 
head  upon  his  shoulder,  where  it  had  be- 
fore rested. 

"  How  calm  I  feel,"  said  Alma.     "  I  am 
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at  peace  with  all  the  world  now,  and  not 
one  wish  remains  unfulfilled." 

"  To-morrow,"  whispered  O'Connor.  He 
tried  to  say  whatever  could  express  love, 
and  yet  his  heart  smote  him  for  his  generous 
hypocrisy.  "  To-morrow  I  shall  say  that  I 
have  no  wish  ungratified,  my  sweet  Alma." 

"  To-morrow  you  will  have  to  comfort 
an  old  man  !"  murmured  Alma.  "  Allaster, 
will  you  give  a  tear  to  poor  Alma  ?" 

"  Alma,  why  do  you  torture  me  with 
such  words  ?  To-morrow  we  shall  be 
happy.  Let  me  believe  it.  It  must  be 
thus.  We  are  happy." 

"  Allaster,  hear  me,"  replied  Alma,  in  a 
low  trembling  tone ;  "  to-morrow  I  shall 
be  at  peace — I  am  dying  !" 

"  Alma,  my  love,  do  not  speak  such  wild 
words." 

"  I  am  dying — I  feel  it.  I  am  not  sorry 
for  it.  Oh,  Allaster,  I  have  been  very 
happy,  and  were  I  to  live  I  should  be 
miserable." 
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"  I  thought  that  you  loved  me !"  said 
Allaster. 

"  I  love  you,  I  have  loved  you  more 
fondly  than  ever  woman  loved ;  and  that 
love  has  worn  out  my  frail  life.  Allaster, 
you  love  me  not ;  you  cannot  love  me,  for 
you  love  another." 

"  I  am  all  your  own,  Alma !"  said 
O'Connor,  solemnly;  "I  swear  to  you  that 
every  thought  of  my  heart  shall  be  yours. 
I  love  you  truly,  my  Alma." 

"  But  not  as  you  once  loved,  Allaster  ?" 
she  said.  "  Do  not  speak ;  I  have  long 
known  this.  I  do  not  blame  you ;  you  are 
good,  and  noble,  and  oh,  how  kind  to  me  ! 
T  have  enjoyed  your  kindness  and  your 
brother's  love ;  I  have  enjoyed  life  to  the 
last.  I  knew  nothing  could  save  me,  so  I 
hid  my  weakness  from  you,  from  my  father, 
and  from  Riekchen.  I  have  seen  you 
happy  around  me,  and  now  I  shall  lie 
down  to  sleep  beside  my  mother  with  the 


JULIA    HOWARD.  117 

memory  of  bright  faces  in  my  heart,  and 
the  sound  of  your  laughter  in  my  ears.  I 
feel  that  I  shall  not  live  many  hours." 

A  Raster's  breast  heaved  violently,  and  a 
shudder  ran  through  him,  as  his  bride  thus 
spoke;  he  felt  as  if  he  were  wedded  to 
death,  when  she  so  young,  so  fair,  and  so 
fond,  looked  so  calmly  into  the  grave 
yawning  at  her  feet. 

"  Oh,  Alma,  do  not  leave  me !  do  not 
mock  me  with  the  promise  of  your  love, 
and  then  fade  from  me  like  a  bright  tran- 
sient sunbeam.  Oh,  Alma,  live  for  me 
and  for  that  poor  old  man." 

"  I  cannot  live,  my  Allaster.  I  do  not 
wish  to  live.  From  my  childhood  I  heard 
the  whispered  hopes  and  fears  of  my  father 
and  my  mother ;  from  them  I  learned  that 
the  germ  of  an  early  death  was  in  my 
breast.  I  saw  my  mother  fade  away  and 
die  in  a  painless  sleep,  and  I  knew  that 
death  was  entwined  with  the  life  she  gave 
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me.  I  treasured  every  day,  and  tried  to 
fill  it  full  of  all  that  was  good  and  beauti- 
ful, because  I  knew  that  few  were  the 
days  allotted  to  me.  Only  when  first  I 
loved  you  did  I  almost  murmur  against  my 
doom ;  for  I  thought  of  the  happiness  of 
a  long  life  with  you.  But  now  I  murmur 
no  more.  We  part  now,  and  we  shall 
meet  in  heaven." 

A  deep  struggling  sigh  made  Allaster's 
breast  heave  beneath  the  light  form  which 
rested  in  his  embrace. 

"  Were  I  to  live  now  with  you,  the 
doubt  of  your  love  would  embitter  my  life ; 
nay,  were  I  to  live,  worlds  would  not 
tempt  me  to  marry  you.  1  would  not 
accept  the  sacrifice  of  your  generous  devo- 
tion, which  you  have  made  partly  in  pity 
and  partly  in  the  recklessness  of  your  un- 
happiness.  You  see  I  have  read  your 
thoughts.  I  marry  you  now,  because  I 
•  know  that  a  few  hours  will  set  you  free, 
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and  yet  I  shall  die  bearing  your  name, 
calling  you  my  own ;  happy  in  the  love 
you  will  feel  for  her  who  loves  you  unto 
death.  You  will  love  me  in  death  though 
you  could  not  love  me  in  life." 

"  Alma,  you  wrong  me  ;  in  this  solemn 
and  bitter  hour  let  us  speak  the  holy 
truth  to  each  other.  I  avow  that  I  once 
loved  another ;  I  confess  that  her  false- 
hood stung  me  to  the  heart ;  but  she  is 
the  wife  of  another ;  to  think  of  her  were 
sin,  and  a  sinful  thought  can  always  be 
torn  out  of  the  mind  if  one  has  but  the 
will  and  the  courage  to  do  it.  When  I 
asked  you  to  be  my  wife,  I  pledged  my- 
self silently,  but  irrevocably,  to  God  and 
man  to  conquer  that  unblessed  passion. 
You  need  not  fear  that  it  should  kindle  from 
its  ashes.  I  love  you,  I  prize  you  as  a  holy 
treasure.  I  will  devote  myself  to  you  with 
boundless  devotion — you  shall  be  happy." 

"  It   soothes  me  to  hear  you  speak  of 
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love,"  said  Alma ;  "  but  it  cannot  be ;  you 
will  love  me  better  when  nothing  but  a 
fond  memory  of  me  will  remain  to  you. 
You  will  be  a  son  to  my  father ;  you  will 
comfort  him,  and  speak  to  him  of  me; 
and  you  will  not  allow  his  grey  hair  to  go 
down  in  sorrow  to  the  grave.  It  is  for 
this  that  I  marry  you,  and  lay  my  bridal 
crown  upon  my  coffin.  If  we  were  not 
married  there  would  be  no  tie  between  us ; 
you  would  forget  me  and  my  love,  and 
you  would  be  nothing  to  my  father.  But 
as  it  is,  you  cannot  forget  me ;  we  are 
linked,  together  by  a  tie  that  cannot  be 
broken,  and  I  will  bequeath  to  you  my 
place  on  the  hearth,  and  in  the  hearts  of 
those  I  love." 

"  Alma,  I  could  not  forget  you  ;  but 
why  talk  of  death  ?  Love  me — live  for 
me.  If  I  believed  that  there  were  truth 
in  your  forebodings  I  should  be  a  miserable 
man.  No,  my  Alma,  these  are  but  nervous 
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fancies.  We  will  go  to  Italy,  and  in  a  few 
days  my  bright,  blooming  bride  will  ask 
her  husband  to  forgive  the  useless  pain 
she  caused  him,  and  he  will  be  too  happy 
to  be  unforgiving" 

They  were  silent.     Alma  still  lay  in  Al- 

laster's  arms.     She  felt  his  breath  sighing 

over  her  forehead,  and  his  hand  pressed 

upon  her  heart  to  count  its  beating — she 

was  happy.    At  that  moment  she  felt  that 

no  thought  of  another  intruded  upon  his 

soul — he  was  her's  alone.      She  had  not 

lived  in  vain,  for  she  was  loved.     Death 

had  no  terrors  for  her  pure  spirit ;  heaven 

was  full  in  her  view;   and  her  last  look 

upon   the  life  and  earth  she  was  leaving 

was  one  of  gentle  sorrow,  not  of  anguish. 

Allaster    sat    silently,  holding  her  to  his 

breast,    with   an   unutterable   tenderness, 

with    all    the   love    of    a    brother       He 

thought   but   of    her.       He    would    have 

given  life,   love,  everything,  at  that  mo- 
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merit,  to  save  her.  At  length  Alma 
moved;  she  rose,  and  raised  her  face  to 
his.  He  kissed  her,  and  pressed  her  hand 
in  a  mute  good  night.  She  stole  to  her 
father's  side  ;  looked  on  his  noble  and 
placid  face  as  he  slept :  a  sad  smile  passed 
over  her  lip,  and  a  large  tear  gathered  on 
her  eyelids ;  she  brushed  the  tear  away, 
and,  lightly  touching  her  father's  hand, 
awoke  him  to  bid  him  good  night,  and  to 
receive  the  embrace  and  the  blessing  with 
which  he  ever  dismissed  her  to  her  rest. 

Allaster  slept  not  that  night.  He  paced 
his  room  for  hours.  At  length,  unable  to 
endure  the  companionship  of  his  own 
thoughts  in  the  sleeping  house,  he  threw 
up  his  window,  and  went  out  on  the  bal- 
cony. With  a  noiseless  tread  he  passed 
by  Alma's  casement ;  listened — all  was 
still.  A  father  could  not  watch  more 
anxiously  beside  the  cradle  of  a  baby  thai) 
the  soldier  watched  beside  the  lattice  of 
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iis  dying  bride.     He  drew  a  deep  breath 
}f  relief,  and  whispered,  "  She  sleeps  !" 

He  passed  along  to  the  end  of  the  bal- 
cony, where  a  few  steps  led  down  to  the 
garden.  He  descended,  and  sought  the 
solace  of  the  universal  stillness  of  nature. 
He  paced  the  mossy  ground  beneath  the 
starlit  glades  of  the  woods.  He  felt  no 
fatigue — no  weariness;  a  strange  fulness 
of  life  throbbed  in  his  feverish  pulses.  He 
longed  for  the  day,  and  yet  he  dreaded  it. 
Alma  slept,  and  he  was  removed  from  her 
presence.  Forbidden  thoughts  of  Julia 
came  back  upon  his  mind.  One  moment 
he  felt  as  if  he  wronged  her  by  marrying 
Alma ;  another  moment,  and  he  felt  that 
he  only  avenged  himself  for  her  treachery. 
Defiance,  regret,  passion,  jealousy,  all  woke 
from  their  slumber,  and  corroded  his  very 
heart  with  their  venom.  He  threw  him- 
self on  the  ground,  and  pressed  his  burn- 
ing brow  and  heaving  breast  upon  the 
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damp,  cool  herbage ;  his  temples  throbbed 
so  that  he  fancied  he  heard  as  well  as  felt 
the  rushing  current  of  his  blood.  His 
rebel  feelings  mastered  his  honourable 
purposes,  and,  abandoning  himself  to  them 
for  a  moment,  he  murmured  Julia's  name 
to  the  deaf  earth,  and  writhed  with  all  the 
fiery  pangs  of  baffled  love  and  indignant 
grief.  The  remembrance  of  Alma  came 
back  upon  him  ;  her  pure  and  holv  image 
passed  like  an  angel  through  the  troubled 
dreams  of  his  delirium,  and  seemed  to  up- 
braid him  for  his  broken  faith  and  fealty 
betrayed.  He  started  up.  The  grey  dawn 
was  already  visible  on  the  horizon  ;  his 
wedding  day  was  dawning.  "  A  vaunt, 
tempting  demon  !  the  witchery  of  Julia's 
beauty  shall  not  intrude  on  the  thoughts 
of  Alma's  bridegroom."  As  he  muttered 
these  words  he  clenched  his  hands  until 
the  nails  wounded  the  palms.  He  was 
exhausted  by  the  emotions  of  his  sleepless 
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night.  His  soul  loathed  life ;  his  senses 
were  all  obtuse  and  dull ;  the  reaction  of 
his  maddening  excitement  weighed  down 
all  his  faculties.  He  wandered  about  un- 
til the  pearly  tints  of  the  eastern  sky 
heralded  the  morning  star,  which  soon 
rose  in  silvery  radiance,  and  then  a  rosy 
light  began  to  mingle  with  the  fresh  cool 
tints  of  the  light  clouds  resting  on  the 
hills.  He  gazed  on  the  morning  star,  and 
a  sad  and  beautiful  thought  was  suggested 
by  it. 

"  I  have  worshipped  one  star,  and  loved 
one  flower,"  he  muttered ;  "  and  the  star 
is  eclipsed,  and  guides  my  course  no  more  ; 
the  flower  is  fading,  and  will  not  bloom  for 
me." 

He  went  down  to  the  stream,  where  it 
formed  a  deep  pool  among  ivy-crowned 
rocks.  It  was  his  bathing-place.  He 
plunged  in  arid  swam  for  a  few  minutes, 
until  he  found  his  nerves  braced  by  the 
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water,  and  the  haggard  fatigue  of  his  vigil 
removed  by  the  restorative  effect  of  the 
healthful  exercise  of  swimming.  He 
dressed  and  hastened  home,  fortunately 
effecting  his  entrance  without  awaking 
any  one  in  the  house.  Only  one  sleepy 
boy  met  him,  and  he  scarcely  looked  away 
from  the  horse  lie  was  tying  to  the  ring  at 
the  stable  door  to  clean  him.  The  large 
house-dog  fawned  on  him  as  he  crossed 
through  the  court ;  and  the  pigeons  flut- 
tered round  the  basin  of  the  fountain. 
The  peacock,  Alma's  pet,  came  down  from 
his  perch  on  the  house-top ;  and  all  was  so 
calm  and  quiet,  so  full  of  happy  country 
life  and  country  pleasures,  that  O'Connor 
felt  himself  out  of  place  in  that  peaceful 
world.  The  stable-boy  singing  to  his 
horse ;  the  ploughman  yoking  his  oxen 
on  the  stubble  field ;  the  woodman  whist- 
ling as  he  wended  his  way  along  the  forest 
path ;  the  cows  rising  from  their  lairs  on 
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the  dewy  grass  of  the  lawn  round  the 
schloss — all  were  in  contrast  to  the  night 
of  fierce  emotions  which  Allaster  had  en- 
dured. All  were  happy ;  why  should  he 
be  miserable  ?  As  he  stood  in  the  court 
he  saw  the  gardener  coming  forth,  still 
sleepy,  but  smiling,  into  the  garden,  with 
a  basket  on  his  arm  and  shears  in  his  hand. 
O'Connor  sauntered  into  the  garden. 

"  Good  morning,  Hans  !  You  are  early 
at  work,"  he  said. 

"  Good  morning,  gnadige  Herr !"  said 
the  old  man,  with  a  good-humoured,  sly 
smile.  "  The  gardener  is  not  as  early 
afoot  as  the  bridegroom;  but,  with  your 
permission,  I  must  gather  the  flowers  for 
the  hall  and  the  chapel  while  the  dew  is 
on  them.  The  fruit  will  I  not  'gather 
until  the  sun  gives  them  a  bloom.  This 
is  a  happy  day  for  us,  mein  Herr." 

Allaster  took  the  shears  and  began  to 
select  the  choicest  of  the  lake  flowers  for 
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Alma's  bouquet.  The  old  man  took  him 
into  the  greenhouse,  where  he  found  some 
orange-flowers  and  myrtle  ;  these,  with  a 
few  late  rosebuds,  formed  a  bouquet  which 
Alma  would  prize,  because  Allaster  ga- 
thered it.  Leaving  the  old  man  to  deco- 
rate the  hall  and  parlours  with  his  sheafs 
of  flowers,  Allaster  stole  quietly  up  stairs 
to  dress. 

The  count  and  O'Connor,  the  lawyer, 
the  priest,  and  one  or  two  friends  were 
assembled  in  the  breakfast-room.  Neither 
Alma  nor  Rika  were  come  down.  They 
still  came  not ;  and  at  last  Tim  Dwyer 
brought  a  message  from  his  wife  to  the 
General.  He  was  to  go  to  breakfast ; 
Alma  would  not  come  down ;  she  would 
breakfast  in  her  own  room.  Breakfast 
was  over ;  every  one  was  in  high  spirits 
except  O'Connor,  who  looked  pale  and 
was  taciturn.  No  one  noticed  his  melan- 
choly, it  passed  as  the  consequence  of 


JULIA    HOWARD.  129 

Alma's   absence.       The    carriages   which 
were  to  take  the  bridal  party  to  the  vil- 
lage church  were  at  the  door.     The  Gene- 
ral and  Allaster  went  to  summon  Alma. 
They  knocked  at  her  door.     Rika  called 
to  them  to  come  in.    They  entered.    Alma 
was  standing  before  her  glass,  arranging 
the  orange  wreath  on  her  brow.     She  was 
dressed  in  white,   with  a  long  lace  veil 
falling  in  light  drapery  round  her.     Nurse 
Dwyer  stood  near  her,  smiling  and  crying; 
Rika  fluttered  joyously  round  her.     There 
she  stood,  with  her  slight  form,  her  golden 
hair,  her  bright  cheek,  and  her  heaven- 
blue   eyes, — a  cherub  just  descended    to 
earth  could  not  appear  more  beautiful  or 
more  ethereal.     She  smiled  when  Allaster 
gave    her   his   bouquet,    and,    under   the 
pretty  pretence  of  inhaling  its  perfume, 
she  touched  it  with  her  lips. 

Her  father  folded  her  in  his  arms,  and 
blessed  her  as  he  embraced  her.      Rika 
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kissed  her  joyfully  ;  and  she  left  her  room 
leaning  on  her  father's  arm.  At  the  hall 
door  the  whole  family,  friends,  servants, 
and  the  peasants  of  the  estate,  were  as- 
sembled to  look  at  her.  She  smiled  and 
blushed  as  they  uttered  their  good  wishes 
and  prayers  for  blessings  on  her  young 
head.  As  she  crossed  the  threshold,  and 
prepared  to  step  into  the  carriage,  she 
suddenly  paused,  clung  tightly  to  her  fa- 
ther's arm,  gazed  around  her  with  a 
strange,  bewildered  look,  and  grasped  AI- 
laster's  hand  in  a  convulsive  pressure. 
Her  clasp  relaxed ;  the  rich  consuming 
flame  which  lit  her  eyes  and  glowed 
through  her  cheek  faded  away — she  had 
fainted. 

Allaster  caught  her  in  his  arms  and  car- 
ried her  up  stairs.  The  General,  Rika,  and 
Dr.  Meyer  followed  him.  The  wedding 
guests  sat  in  suspense  in  the  hall,  the  tenants 
and  the  servants  stood  anxiously  awaiting 
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the  recovery  of  their  darling ;  for  she  was 
the  beloved  of  every  one  who  knew  her. 
At  length,  after  an  hour  of  utter  insensibi- 
lity, Alma  opened  her  eyes.  She  scarcely 
appeared  to  belong  to  this  world,  so 
changed  was  she  from  the  bright  vision 
of  the  bride  crowned  with  her  orange 
wreath,  which  they  had  seen  that  day. 
She  lay  pale,  faint,  almost  lifeless,  on  her 
bed,  while  they  hung  over  her  in  anxious 
and  fearful  expectation.  A  look  of  mute 
consultation  was  exchanged  between  the 
General  and  Dr.  Meyer.  Allaster  saw  it 
not ;  for  he  was  kneeling  beside  his  bride. 
Count  O'Donnel  and  Rath  Meyer  retired 
into  the  window ;  whispered  together  for 
a  moment,  and  then  the  count  left  the 
room.  In  a  few  minutes  the  friends  as- 
sembled in  the  hall  departed,  for  the  count 
announced  the  postponement,  to  the  mor- 
row, of  the  wedding.  The  servants  and 
the  peasants  dispersed,  all  alike  offering 
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earnest  prayers  to  Heaven  for  the  maiden, 
whom,  in  the  caressing  idiom  of  their  coun- 
try, they  called  their  Goldkindchen  and 
their  Schatzerl  —  their  golden  child  and 
their  treasure.  The  priest  and  the  doctor 
alone  remained.  These  two  good  old  men 
were  at  home  there,  for  the  hour  of  trial 
was  the  time  that  called  for  their  ministry, 
and  the  house  of  pain  and  sorrow  was  their 
home. 

The  day  passed  on.  Alma's  life  was 
visibly  ebbing  away.  Calmly,  but  swiftly, 
flowed  the  current  of  her  existence.  Rath 
Meyer  saw  that  death  was  there,  and  he 
only  sought  to  prepare  the  father  for  the 
inevitable  blow.  Rika's  wild  and  fierce 
despair  was  dreadful.  She  refused  to  bow 
to  the  stroke  which  took  from  her  the 
desire  of  her  eyes. 

Evening  was  fast  approaching,  and  Alma 
seemed  to  be  a  little  stronger.  She  beck- 
oned to  her  father,  he  bent  over  her,  and 
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listened  to  her  faint  imploring  accents. 
A  shudder  shook  the  strong  man's  frame, 
and  he  bowed  his  head  in  acquiescence  to 
her  petition.  He  went  from  the  physician 
to  the  priest,  called  both  apart,  and  after 
a  few  earnest  words  exchanged  with  them, 
he  led  A  Raster  out  of  the  room. 

When  they  returned,  the  priest  wore 
his  sacred  vestments,  the  old  servants  of 
the  house  were  ranged  in  solemn  order 
along  the  wall,  and  Rika,  sobbing  violently, 
propped  her  sister  up  with  cushions.  Palid 
and  awe-stricken,  O'Connor  knelt  beside 
his  betrothed,  and  the  priest  began  the 
marriage  service.  It  was  fearful  to  hear 
the  words  of  that  ceremony,  which  are  so 
full  of  hope  and  promise,  spoken  there 
where  death  stood  ready  to  snatch  his 
prey  from  his  baffled  rival.  The  priest 
shortened  the  service  as  much  as  possible ; 
so  that  in  a  few  minutes  he  pronounced 
the  blessing,  which  remorseless  death  fore- 
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bad,  and  Alma  was  O'Connor's  wife.  He 
supported  her  on  his  arm  while  Rika 
smoothed  her  pillow,  and  then  he  laid  her 
gently  down  to  rest. 

The  hectic  flush  was  gone,  but  yet  her 
eyes  were  undimmed,  and  a  faint  but 
lovely  smile  trembled  on  her  lip. 

Count  O'Donnel  could  not  master  his 
agony.  He  left  the  room  to  hide  his  grief, 
and  to  assume  some  show  of  hollow  calm- 
ness. The  priest  and  the  doctor  followed, 
not  to  comfort  him,  that  were  impossible, 
but  to  suffer  with  him. 

A  blush  passed  over  Alma's  face;  she 
signed  to  her  sister  to  approach, — "  Leave 
me  alone  with  him  for  a  moment,  Rika," 
she  whispered.  Rika  obeyed.  Alma  ga- 
thered all  her  failing  strength,  raised  her- 
self, put  her  arms  round  Allaster's  neck, 
and  laid  her  head  on  his  breast.  He 
clasped  her  to  him,  and  gently  raising  her 
head,  pressed  his  lips  to  hers. 
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"  Allaster,  I  am   happy — you  love  me 
now — 1  feel  it.     Do  not  forget  your  wife 
— pray  for  my  repose.     Speak   to  me  in 
your  prayers — I  will  love  you  for  ever— 
Oh,  Allaster,  my  love  !  " 

"  Alma,  my  darling  ! "  exclaimed  O'Con- 
nor. 

"  Leave  me  now,  Allaster !  Send  me 
the  priest,  and  when  you  return  with  my 
father,  look  on  me  calmly  and  pray  for  the 
parting  soul."  Her  lips  rested  on  his  in 
one  long  kiss — "  Farewell,  my  Allaster ; 
we  shall  meet  hereafter — in  heaven  I  will 
pray  for  you — Oh,  you  shall  be  happy." 

The  priest  came.  The  holy  rites  that 
soothe  the  passage  through  the  dark  gate 
of  death  were  administered  to  the  dying 
saint,  and  when  O'Donnel  and  Allaster 
were  re-admitted,  they  found  her  ready  to 
enter  on  the  fruition  of  those  hopes  which 
so  well  sustained  her  gentle  spirit.  The 
father  watched  the  flickering  flame  of  life, 
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as  it  wasted,  in  calm  and  still  despair. 
Once  Allaster  murmured  a  word  of  tender- 
ness,— she  smiled  faintly. 

"  Hush  ! "  she  gasped :  "  No  word  of 
earthly  love  now.  Father,  I  leave  you  a 
son — Allaster,  I  leave  you  a  father."  She 
held  their  joined  hands  in  hers — "  Rika, 
father,  Allaster," — her  voice  failed — a  sigh 
— a  feeble  shiver — a  fainter  sigh — all  was 
over.  Her  immortality  was  begun. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

Give  me  the  letter — I  will  look  on  it. 

SHAKSPEARE. 

ALLASTER  followed  his  bride,  as  they 
bore  her,  crowned  with  her  virgin  wreath 
of  orange-blossoms,  to  the  grave.  He 
mourned  her  truly,  for  he  had  loved  her 
fondly ;  he  thought  of  her  as  a  sister,  and 
found  his  best  consolation  in  fulfilling  her 
wishes.  He  strove  to  cheer  her  bereaved 
father,  and  to  soothe  the  impetuous  and 
rebellious  spirit  of  Rika.  He  even  tended 
her  little  Arab  pony,  her  pet  birds,  and 
her  favourite  flowers  ;  and  ere  he  left  the 
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schloss,  he  had  the  reward  of  his  labour  of 
love,  for  his  uncle  was  cheered  and  Rika's 
vehement  grief  was  soothed  to  a  more 
gentle  sorrow.  As  Alma  had  said,  the 
memory  of  her  young  brief  life  was  as  the 
remembrance  of  a  summer's  day ;  her  hap- 
piness in  life,  and  her  joy  in  death,  com- 
forted those  who  mourned  for  her. 

On  the  eve  of  Allaster's  departure  from 
Durrenstein,  Count  O'Donnel,  Rika,  Al- 
laster,  all  the  servants  and  tenants  of  the 
Count,  all  the  poor  who  had  so  often  ex- 
perienced Alma's  charity,  met  in  the  vil- 
lage church.  The  solemn  service  was 
said,  and  all  knelt  together  to  perform  the 
last  office  of  human  love.  It  is  a  beautiful 
thought,  which  the  feelings  of  the  heart 
approve,  although  the  decision  of  reason 
regrets  it, — that  our  love  and  our  prayers 
can  follow  the  loved  and  the  lost  through 
death  and  into  eternity.  This  sacred  com- 
munion of  those  who  remain,  with  those 
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who  have  gone  before,  consoles  the  aching 
hearts  of  the  mourners,  and  robs  death  of 
its  sting.  The  father,  the  husband,  and 
the  sister  of  Alma,  while  they  prayed  for 
her  pure  spirit's  repose,  felt  that  the  sepa- 
ration between  them  was  neither  complete 
nor  eternal. 

Allaster  joined  his  regiment.  He  shared 
in  the  winter  campaign,  and  the  move- 
ments which  followed  the  retreat  of  Mail- 
lebois,  and  the  evacuation  of  Prague  by 
Marshal  Belleisle.  Entirely  devoted  to  his 
profession,  O'Connor  rose  rapidly.  The 
interest  of  Count  O'Donnel  pushed  him 
forward,  and  ensured  him  the  prompt  re- 
ward of  every  service.  He  was  placed  on 
the  staff  of  Prince  Charles,  and  once  or 
twice  sent  with  despatches  to  Vienna  ;  and 
on  those  occasions  he  was  honoured  by 
the  marked  notice  of  the  Queen.  The 
age  of  chivalry  was  not  then  entirely 
passed  away,  and  the  smile  of  Maria  The- 
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resa  was  a  noble  guerdon  for  a  soldier's 
toils  and  dangers.  In  the  camp  and  in 
the  court,  he  every  where  was  looked  upon 
with  esteem,  and  received  with  all  the 
flattering  courtesy  which  generally  greets 
a  rising  man. 

Amidst  the  noble  excitement  of  his 
soldierly  life, — amid  the  honest  pride  of 
gratified  ambition,  and  the  conscious  satis- 
faction of  well-won  honours,  one  anxious 
thought  lurked  in  O'Connor's  bosom.  He 
remembered  Julia,  and  felt,  although  he 
scarcely  avowed  it  to  himself,  a  longing 
desire  to  hear  of  her  once  more.  He  felt 
too,  and  this  he  was  not  obliged  to  con- 
ceal from  himself,  a  desire  to  hear  some- 
thing of  Father  Eustace,  and  of  his  many 
poor  and  faithful  friends  in  the  far  west. 
The  promised  letter  from  Charley  Herbert, 
promised  by  Lord  Deepdene,  had  never 
reached  him.  He  had  himself  written  to 
Lord  Deepdene,  and  to  Colonel  Herbert, 
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to  the  latter  enclosing  a  letter  for  Mr. 
Grattan, — but  from  none  of  them  had  he 
received  an  answer.  Their  silence,  follow- 
ing so  much  of  kindness  and  attention, 
surprised  him,  and  wounded  as  well  as 
annoyed  him.  He  again  wrote  to  Mr. 
Grattan,  and  after  a  long  interval,  he  re- 
ceived in  reply  an  epistle  from  Brian 
Connor,  written  by  the  village  school- 
master. The  poor  pedagogue  had  tried 
hard  to  mend  the  homely  simplicity  of 
Brian's  dictation,  so  that  the  mingled  cur- 
rents of  their  thoughts  might  be  easily 
traced  in  the  production  which  O'Connor 
received  at  Vienna,  on  his  arrival  there  in 
the  beginning  of  October,. with  despatches 
for  the  Queen  from  her  brother-in-law. 

RESPECTED  SIR, 

We  got  your  letter,  dear  Master  Allas- 
ter,  when  the  trouble  was  sore  on  us. 
Father  Eustace  was  dying  when  it  came ; 
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and  it  was  a  great  comfort  to  him  to  get 
it,  for  he  was  in  dread  you  were  forgetting 
him,  and  us,  and  the  old  place.  The 
reverend  father  was  apprehensive,  and  not 
without  apparent  cause,  that  you  were 
somewhat  oblivious  of  his  pious  tuition 
and  of  the  patria  tellers ;  for  he  had  not 
received  any  epistolary  communication 
from  your  honoured  hand  for  some  time. 
We  were  wondering  at  not  hearing  from 
you,  agra,  and  we  were  praying  night  and 
day  for  you.  Father  Eustace  died  like  a 
lamb ;  he  read  mass  himself  two  days  be- 
fore he  died,  and  he  told  us  it  was  for  you 
that  he  offered  it ;  and  when  he  got  your 
bit  of  writing,  he  say  God  bless  you — and 
he  bid  us  be  sure  to  write  to  you,  for  he 
could  not  write  in  respect  he  was  so  weak, 
and  to  give  you  his  blessing  and  the  bless- 
ing of  the  poor  here,  that  are  orphans 
since  the  old  master  was  taken  from 
them  ;  and  so  sure  they  can  feel  for  your 
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honour  that  had  the  same  loss  and  grief. 
So  when  Father  Eustace  died,  we  waked 
him  decently,  and  gave  him  a  fine  grand 
funeral ;  all  the  horses  from  the  big  house 
walked  after  him,  and  some  more  of  the 
quality  sent  their  carriages.  The  funeral 
rites  were  solemnized  with  decorum, — we 
should  not  lament  for  the  reverend  father, 
for  what  saith  the  poet,  "  after  life's  fitful 
fever  he  sleeps  well." 

As  your  honour  knows  Colonel  Herbert 
died  last  spring ;  like  the  master,  he  took 
the  bad  sickness  trying  to  relieve  the 
creatures  that  had  it,  and  were  lying  with 
it  in  the  dry  ditches.  May  the  Blessed 
Virgin  make  his  bed  in  heaven  for  that 
same  !  Myself  thinks  he  never  was  him- 
self since  Mr.  Charley  disappointed  him 
about  Miss  Julia.  It  was  a  heart  scald  to 
us  all  when  the  fine  clever  boy,  that  such 
hopes  were  on,  married  the  stage-player. 
When  he  brought  her  down  here,  the 
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Colonel  would  not  see  him  ;  and  only  for 
Miss  Julia,  the  young  master  nor  his  wife 
would  never  eat  a  bit  in  the  big  house. 
But  Miss  Julia  made  it  up  between  them. 
Miss  Julia  was  very  bad  looking  when  she 
came  home  from  Dublin  before  the  young 
master's  wedding,  and  she  was  poor  and 
had  a  very  bad  colour  ;  but  after  the  wed- 
ding she  came  round  finely  and  got  as 
round  and  as  red  as  a  rose.  She  has  the 
blessing  of  the  poor  night  and  day.  The 
bounty  of  this  young  scion  of  the  noble 
family  is  generally  applauded,  and  her 
condescension  is  great  to  those  of  low 
degree.  When  the  master  died,  the  young 
master  and  his  wife  went  to  foreign  parts, 
and  Miss  Julia  went  with  them  ;  and  she 
took  Oscar  with  her,  'tis  myself  was  lone- 
some without  the  sight  of  the  poor  beast 
when  I  went  up  to  the  big  house.  Every 
one  missed  the  dog,  and  good  right  they 
had,  for  Miss  Julia  never  went  into  a  cabin 
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without  leaving  plenty  and  joy  in  it ;  and 
Oscar  was  the  same  as  her  shadow,  she 
never  went  a  foot  without  him — verily  the 
noble  quadruped  was  the  delicium  domi- 
nae,  and  therefore  highly  esteemed  by  the 
recipients  of  her  munificence,  for  what 
saith  the  proverb,  is  it  not  that  "  Qui  me 
amat,  amat  et  canem  meum."  Whenever 
Mary  or  myself  went  up  to  the  house,  the 
poor  beast  used  to  come  out  to  meet  us  so 
friendly  ;  and  when  we  heard  his  bark  and 
saw  him  running  down  the  walk,  our 
hearts  used  to  jump  with  the  conceit  that 
we  would  see  you  following  him  as  you 
used  to  do  in  Glen  Clara ;  and  then,  when 
the  woman  and  myself  would  remember, 
we  used  to  feel  all  our  grief  over  again 
and  worse  than  ever.  A  chusla  machree, 
will  you  ever  come  back  to  the  poor 
woman  that  gave  you  her  milk  when  you 
were  a  child,  and  would  give  you  the  last 
drop  of  her  blood  now  if  it  could  do  you 
VOL.  in.  H 
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any  good,  or  bring  you  back  to  your 
rights. 

Mr.  Plunkett  sold  Glen  Clara  back  to 
the  man  that  was  your  brother  once ;  no 
wonder  the  likes  of  Plunkett  would  be 
ashamed  to  be  in  your  place ;  but  he  was  a 
good  man,  and  not  over  and  above  hard  on 
the  poor  people.  And  we  were  sorry 
when  he  left  the  place,  for  Edward 
O'Connor  has  no  luck  or  grace,  and  no 
Wonder,  when  he  sold  his  soul  to  rob  you. 

His  agent  is  very  hard  on  the  people ; 
many  is  the  weak  long  family  he  turned 
out  to  the  clemency  of  the  weather.  He 
wants  to  have  large  farms  and  a  great 
sheep  walk,  and  so  all  the  small  weak 
tenants  he  drove  and  worried  until  he  put 
them  out  under  the  canopy,  without  a  bit 
or  a  sup  but  what  they  get  for  the  love 
of  God.  Oh,  Wirrastrua !  but  my  heart 
is  sore  when  I  walk  through  the  pins,  and 
hear  nothing  but  the  baaing  of  the  sheep 
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instead  of  the  laughing  of  the  children ; 
and  when  I  see  the  prasha  bui  growing 
in  the  wasted  gardens,  and  the  fox  of  the 
hill  sitting  in  the  wrecked  cabins  instead 
of  the  poor  man's  dog.  But  may  be 
Edward  O'Connor  will  have  a  reckoning 
for  this  yet,  in  this  world  or  in  the  other. 
And  now  hoping  this  may  find  you  well  as 
it  leaves  me,  thanks  be  to  the  Lord,  I 
will  say  no  more  at  present,  but  that  Mary 
and  the  children  send  you  their  love,  wish- 
ing it  was  worth  your  while  to  take  them. 
With  most  sincere  wishes,  honoured  Sir. 
for  your  prosperity  and  felicity,  I  remain, 
your's  to  command, 

his 
Brian  X  Connor  and  Mary  Connor. 

mark. 

This  was  written  by  me  James  Egan, 
tutor. — At  the  recess,  Aug.  8th,  1743. 

This  uncouth  epistle   was  received  by 

H  2 
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Allaster  with  feelings  which  could  scarcely 
be  described.  The  quick  change  from 
hopelessness  to  buoyant,  trusting  hope  and 
trembling  joy,  was  almost  too  much  even 
for  the  stern  soldier.  Poor  Brian's  letter 
was  an  angel's  message.  Julia  was  free, 
pure,  faithful.  His  love  was  answered 
with  equal  love ;  his  truth  was  guerdoned 
with  constancy,  unfaltering  as  his  own. 
He  knew  not  where  Julia  was ;  he  could 
not  write  to  her,  but  he  doubted  her  not ; 
He  would  seek  her  ere  long ;  no  longer  an 
unknown  exile,  or  a  nameless  soldier  of 
fortune,  he  could  woo  her  proudly ;  and 
if  the  English  law  forbade  their  marriage, 
he  could  bear  her  to  his  adopted  country, 
and  by  his  own  good  sword  win  rank  and 
fortune  for  his  bride.  In  the  quick 
crowding  vision  of  his  re-opening  future? 
he  saw  Julia  the  cynosure  of  the  court  of 
Maria  Theresa,  and  he  proudly  dreamed 
that  his  fame  should  at  last  fling  a  halo 
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round  her  peerless  beauty.  A  soldier's 
grave  or  a  count's  coronet  and  a  marshal's 
baton  were  the  objects  of  his  ambition — as 
Julia's  husband,  the  one  or  the  other 
should  be  his. 

Colonel  Herbert's  death,  and  the  death 
of  Father  Eustace,  affected  him  painfully. 
He  felt  their  loss  yet  more  when  the  first 
effervescence  of  his  joy  for  Julia's  liberty 
subsided.  He  regretted  them  with  all 
the  sincerity  of  manly  sorrow. 

On  his  return  to  the  army,  he  turned 
out  of  his  road  to  visit  Durrenstein.  He 
intended  to  give  but  one  day  to  his  uncle, 
and  to  regain  the  lost  time  by  night  tra- 
velling. He  arrived  at  home  on  the  anni- 
versary of  Alma's  death.  As  he  approached 
her  deserted  home,  a  flood  of  fond  regrets 
rushed  upon  his  soul;  her  youth,  her  loveli- 
ness, her  surpassing  love  rose  up  reproach- 
fully before  him,  and  he  felt  with  some- 
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thing  like  remorse,  that  his  brotherly 
affection  was  a  poor  price  for  her  bound- 
less devotion.  How  different  was  that 
calm  pure  tenderness  from  the  fierce 
frenzy  of  his  love  for  Julia  Howard  ! 
He  hurried  on,  anxious  to  arrive  in  time 
to  assist  at  the  mass  which  would  be  said 
for  her.  As  he  threw  himself  from  his 
foaming  horse  at  the  church  door,  the  first 
deep  notes  of  the  organ  pealed  solemnly 
through  the  air.  He  entered  the  church 
and  threw  himself  on  his  knees  beside  the 
father  and  sister,  who  knelt  in  silent  and 
rapt  communion  with  the  soul  of  her  they 
mourned,  and  whom  their  prayers  followed 
into  the  awful  depths  of  space  and  eternity. 
Allaster,  like  them,  prayed  fervently  for 
her  sainted  spirit's  repose,  and  his  own 
heart  appealed  to  her  for  the  pardon  of 
his  happiness,  and  blessed  her  for  the  pro- 
mise she  had  made  him  in  her  dying 


JULIA    HOWARD.  151 

hours.  That  promise  was  now  fulfilled, 
her  guardian  prayers  were  heard,  hope  and 
joy  were  restored  to  him  once  more. 

"  Oh  Alma,  dearest  Alma — pardon  me !' 
he  muttered  with  bitter  self-reproach. 

The  service  was  ended.  The  General 
and  Rika  received  O'Connor  with  joy. 
As  they  walked  home  from  the  church, 
O'Donnel  told  him  that  Mr.  Stanley  had 
arrived  the  day  before  at  the  schloss.  He 
was  on  his  way  from  Italy,  and  brought 
the  Count  a  letter  from  Lord  Deepdene, 
who  was  at  Naples. 

O'Connor  was  delighted  to  meet  Stanley 
once  more  ;  and  after  dinner  they  strolled 
together  along  the  valley.  Both  had  ques- 
tions to  ask  of  immense  interest  to  them- 
selves, and  yet,  for  the  first  few  minutes, 
neither  spoke. 

"  You  saw  the  Herberts  in  Italy,  1  sup- 
pose," observed  O'Connor,  with  as  much 
self-command  as  he  could  assume. 
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"  They  were  at  Naples  when  I  left," 
said  Stanley.  "  Mrs.  Herbert  is  very  beau- 
tiful ;  she  was  an  opera  girl ;  of  course  you 
know  the  whole  story.  Charles  Herbert 
married  her  just  before  his  father's  death. 
He  was  engaged  to  Miss  Howard,  so  that 
his  marriage  was  doubly  objectionable  to 
his  father." 

"  It  was  a  mere  family  compact,"  said 
O'Connor,  hastily;  "  neither  Miss  Howard 
nor  Charley  wished  to  obey  such  an  arbi- 
trary command.  It  is  but  a  silly  tyranny 
to  attempt  to  fetter  free-born  men  and 
women  by  such  arrangements.  I  have 
heard  that  Miss  Howard's  mediation  alone 
reconciled  the  Colonel  to  Charley's  mar- 
riage." 

"  So  I  too  have  heard,"  said  Stanley. 
"  Deepdene  told  me  that  she  acted  nobly 
by  her  cousin.  In  the  bitterness  of  his 
first  anger  the  Colonel  disinherited  Charley, 
and  even  drew  up  a  draft  of  a  deed  set- 
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tling  every  acre  of  his  land  on  Miss  Howard. 
Her  firmness,  and  her  affection  for  Charley, 
enabled  her  to  bend  even  Colonel  Her- 
bert's obstinate  prejudices.  She  even  told 
the  Colonel  that  if  he  disinherited  Charley, 
and  forced  her  to  accept  his  inheritance, 
she  could,  at  least,  compensate  his  loss  by 
the  gift  of  her  own  property,  which,  I  hear, 
is  as  large  as  the  Herbert  estates ;  or,  at 
least,  is  as  valuable." 

"  Miss  Herbert's  fortune  is  about  two 
hundred  thousand  pounds,  money  in  the 
funds,"  said  O'Connor.  "  Is  she  much  ad- 
mired at  Naples  ?" 

"  She  does  not  allow  us  to  admire  her," 
said  Stanley.  "  With  all  her  faultless 
beauty  she  has  no  Covers — for  no  man 
could  love  so  proud  and  cold  a  being.  She 
looks  with  such  mournful  scorn  on  all  who 
attempt  to  pay  her  any  attention,  that  now 
men  look  at  her  with  the  same  dispas- 
sionate wonder  with  which  we  gaze  on  a 
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marble  Venus.  One  would  give  half  her 
beauty  for  one  soft  look  of  human  feeling." 

"  And  yet  that  girl  that  you  call  proud 
and  cold,  is  the  idol  of  a  people,"  said 
0  Connor.  "  I  have  seen  her  brave  death 
to  carry  relief  to  the  fever-stricken  hovel 
of  the  pauper  peasant.  I  have  seen  her, 
like  an  angel,  ministering  to  the  sick  in  the 
huts  which  friends  and  relations  had  aban- 
doned— and  yet  you  call  her  proud  and 
cold." 

"  If  not  proud  or  cold,"  said  Stanley, 
musingly.  "  she  is  in  love.  For  nothing 
but  love  could  so  steel  her  heart  against 
the  homage  that,  at  first,  every  one  offered 
to  her.  He  is  a  happy  man  who  .has  won 
her." 

A  proud  joy  flashed  from  O'Connor's 
eyes,  and  bade  his  lip  curl  with  an  invo- 
luntary smile. 

"  How  does  Mrs.  Herbert  conduct  her- 
self?" asked  O'Connor. 
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"  One  cannot  always  forget  the  foot- 
lights and  the  side  scenes,  in  her  presence," 
replied  Stanley.  "  I  believe  she  is  a  very 
amiable,  virtuous  person ;  but  Charley  Her- 
bert is  savagely  jealous,  and  she  is  still,  in 
mind  and  manner,  the  opera  girl." 

"  You  must  give  me  Herbert's  address," 
said  Allaster. 

"  They  have  returned  to  Rome  by  this 
time,  and  their  winter  residence  is  the 
Palazzetto  Colonna.  Lord  Deepdene  was 
rather  astonished  at  your  silence." 

"  I  wrote  to  him,  however,  but  the  war 
has  disturbed  the  service  of  the  post,"  said 
Allaster. 

They  took  a  few  turns  in  the  alley, 
where  they  then  were.  Stanley  seemed  to 
ruminate  on  some  plan  of  his  own  ;  O'Con- 
nor's thoughts  were  with  Julia  Howard. 

"  O'Connor,  I  want  your  assistance,' 
said  Stanley,  suddenly ;  "  you  are  a  good 
fellow,  so  I  know  you  will  serve  me." 
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"  Willingly,  and  with  all  my  power/' 
said  A  Raster.  "  What  do  you  want  of 
me?" 

"  I  want  you  to  woo  and  win  a  wife  for 
me,"  said  Stanley. 

"  No  one  should  trust  attorneyship  in 
love,"  replied  Allaster.  "  Get  you  to  your 
lady  and  tell  your  tale  of  true  love ;  my 
life  on  it  she  will  hear  you  kindly." 

"  Aye,  but  it  is  of  the  father  you  must 
win  her,"  said  Stanley.  "  Last  summer  I 
was  down  here  once  or  twice,  and  I  saw  a 
good  deal  of  Rika  O'Donnel.  At  first  I 
only  looked  on  her  as  a  child ;  but  once  I 
spoke  of  you  and  your  story,  and  then  I 
saw  flashes  of  deep  thought  and  earnest 
feeling,  which  broke  through  all  her  child- 
ishness. I  saw  that  she  was  a  woman,  and 
a  noble  creature.  She  is  beautiful,  too — 
in  short,  I  loved  her,  and  I  told  her  my 
love.  .She  refused  me,  but  not  so  as  to 
destroy  all  hope.  I  persevered,  and  day 
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by  day  I  became  more  enslaved  by  her  fas- 
cination. The  little  witch  now  loves  me. 
I  proposed  to  her  father  this  morning,  and 
he  has  rejected  me,  on  the  ground  of  my 
want  of  fortune.  He  says  if  Rika  had  a 
larger  fortune  he  would  give  her  to  me ; 
but  that,  as  it  is,  we  should  not  have 
enough  to  live  on." 

"  Rika  must  have  my  uncle's  whole  for- 
tune," said  O'Connor,  with  a  look  of  sur- 
prise. "  What  can  the  Count  mean  by 
talking  of  poverty?  What  fortune  have 
you,  Stanley?" 

"  About  six  hundred  a  year,"  said 
Stanley. 

"  And  my  uncle  has  certainly  two  thou- 
sand a  year.  I  cannot  understand  it. 
Apropos,  Stanley,  how  have  you  got  over 
your  horror  of  the  Roman  Catholic  reli- 
gion ?  I  never  could  have  fancied  you  so 
far  gone  in  toleration  as  to  marry  my  little 
bigot  Rika." 
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"  It  will  astonish  you  more  when  I  tell 
you  that  I  have  become  a  convert  to  your 
creed." 

"  You  a  convert !"  exclaimed  O'Connor. 
He  said  no  more ;  but  he,  for  a  moment, 
liked  Stanley  the  less,  for  his  desertion  of  his 
father's  creed.  Recantation  and  apostacy 
were  strangely  associated  in  Allaster's  mind. 

However,  he  kept  his  word.  That 
evening  he  spoke  to  the  General,  and 
learned  from  him  that  his  rejection  of 
Stanley's  suit  was  founded  on  Rika's  want 
of  fortune. 

"If/'  said  the  veteran,  "they  had  be- 
tween them  enough  to  live  upon,  I  would 
not  cross  my  child's  wishes ;  but  it  cannot 
be ;  Stanley  has  but  six  hundred  a  year, 
and  Rika  not  much  more." 

"  Rika  must  ultimately  have  all  your 
lands,  uncle,"  said  Allaster;  "  although  I 
hope  this  will  not  be  for  many  and  many 
a  year." 
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"  The  lands  are  your's,  Allaster,"  said 
the  Count ;  "  the  ready  money  is  Rika's." 

"Mine!"  said  O'Connor ;  "never!" 

"  You  are  the  husband  of  my  child — 
the  son  she  bequeathed  to  me — and  you 
shall  take  her  place  in  my  heart  and  my 
house.  The  lands  are  your's  of  right — 
your's  in  common  honesty,  by  your  settle- 
ments." 

"  Alma's  husband  will  not  rob  his  sister," 
said  O'Connor.  "  If  Rika  be  made  un- 
happy, and  be  disappointed  in  her  love, 
you  may  be  childless  in  your  age.  No — 
uncle — father — we  must  make  her  happy 
if  we  would  not  grieve  my  sweet  Alma's 
spirit.  Rika  shall  have  all  her  inhe- 
ritance." 

The  contest  was  long  and  earnest,  but 
O'Connor  triumphed  at  last.  Rika  and 
Stanley  were  summoned,  and  O'Donnel 
joined  their  hands,  and  made  them  plight 
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their  faith,  in  the  German  fashion,  to  each 
other. 

Allaster  O'Connor  left  Durrenstein  next 
day  with  a  light  heart  and  a  hopeful  spirit. 
The  world,  and  all  its  wealth  of  hope  and 
joy,  was  reopened  to  him. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

Where  is  the  man,  with  soul  so  dead, 
As  never  to  himself  have  said, 

This  is  my  own,  my  native  land ! 
Whose  heart  within  him  ne'er  hath  burued, 
As  home  his  footsteps  he  hath  turned, 

From  wandering  on  a  foreign  strand ! 

SCOTT. 

THE  summer  day  was  at  its  noontide 
prime,  as  a  solitary  traveller  wended  his 
way  along  the  bridle-road  leading  from 
Lough  Corrib  into  the  recesses  of  the 
western  Highlands.  The  traveller,  who 
was  mounted  on  a  brown  bay  mare  of  rare 
beauty,  wore  the  undress  uniform  of  a 
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foreign  service.  He  might  be  about  six- 
and-twenty  years  of  age ;  but  the  prema- 
ture sedateness  of  his  quiet  demeanour, 
and  the  proud  but  somewhat  mournful  ex- 
pression of  his  face,  made  him  appear  con- 
siderably older  than  his  years  alone  might 
have  done.  Allaster  O'Connor  was  indeed 
changed  since  last  he  trod  his  native 
heaths.  His  figure  was  developed  to  the 
noblest  proportions  of  athletic  symmetry, 
and  the  buoyant  elasticity  of  youth  had 
ripened  into  the  stately  grace  of  manhood. 
His  face,  always  eminently  handsome,  no 
longer  animated  by  the  ever-varying  ex- 
pression of  evanescent  emotion,  was  fixed 
in  the  stern  cast  of  habitual  thought  and 
self-relying  determination ;  the  soldier's 
toils  had  bronzed  his  cheek ;  the  lips, 
firmly  compressed  beneath  the  dark  mous- 
tache, seemed  as  if  they  had  forgotten  to 
smile ;  and  the  large  hazel  eyes  had  ex- 
changed their  beaming  brilliancy  for  a  sort 


JULIA    HOWARD.  163 

of  veiled  glance,  which  concealed  his 
thoughts,  and  yet  seemed  to  analyze  the 
thoughts  of  others.  As  he  rode  along  the 
windings  of  the  Glenglas,  the  green  val- 
ley, he  seemed  to  surrender  himself  to  his 
meditations;  but  when  his  mare,  at  the 
foot  of  the  mountain  ridge,  exchanged  her 
long  steady  trot  for  a  walk,  he  shook  off 
his  dreamy  thoughts,  and  looked  on  every 
object  round  him  with  the  long  gaze  of 
reviving  recollection.  All  was  familiar  to 
his  eyes — it  seemed  as  if  he  had  been  ab- 
sent but  since  yesterday.  The  mountains, 
arrayed  in  the  opalescent  air-tints,  weav- 
ing their  magic  veil,  half  light,  half  shade, 
over  the  untrodden  heights — the  lower 
hills  clothed  with  the  purple  heath  and 
the  yellow  gorse — the  very  swamps,  with 
their  deep  green  mosses,  white  canna  and 
flame-like  asphodel — the  small  tarnswith 
wreaths  of  water-lilies  floating  on  the  brown 
crystal  of  their  waters, — all  were  recog- 
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nised,  as  if  they  were  identified  with  his 
early  home.  The  very  clouds,  with  their 
feathery  white  lines  pencilling  the  azure  of 
the  sky,  were  so  like  those  he  had  often 
gazed  on  before,  that  he  could  fancy  they 
were  the  same.  He  inhaled  with  delight 
the  pure  healthful  air — the  breeze,  laden 
with  the  fresh  peculiar  perfume  of  the 
mountain  vegetation,  lingered  on  his  lip 
like  a  kiss  of  love.  He  looked  with  de- 
light on  the  herds  of  wild  horses  bounding 
away  into  corries — on  the  grouse,  rising 
from  the  heather  on  their  burnished  wings 
— he  listened,  with  strange  pleasure,  to 
the  bleating  of  the  small  black-faced 
sheep,  and  to  the  quivering  cry  of  the 
goats,  startled  by  his  intrusion  into  their 
rightful  haunts.  The  silvery  sound  of  the 
shrunken  streams  spoke  to  his  soul,  as  if 
their  music  were  blended  with  the  echo  of 
voices  unforgotten,  though  long  unheard. 
The  pulse  of  life  throbbed  high  in  his 
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swelling  veins — the  delicious  rush  of  un- 
accustomed sensations  intoxicated  him — 
he  felt  as  if  his  gallant  Sicilian  trod  on 
air.  He  felt  as  if  all  was  his  own  once 
more — he  enjoyed,  as  if  he  once  more  pos- 
sessed, all.  For  the  moment  he  forgot  his 
wrongs — his  ruin — his  exile. 

This  hallucination  of  momentary  happi- 
ness was  like  the  calenture  in  which  the 
sailor  at  the  line,  looking  over  the  side  of 
his  becalmed  ship,  sees  in  the  still  bosom 
of  the  ocean  a  visionary  picture  of  his 
home,  his  cottage,  his  native  fields,  with 
their  thick  trees  and  sweet  waters — nay, 
so  perfect  his  delusion,  that  he  hears  the 
church  bells,  and  the  voices  of  his  wife  and 
his  friends.  The  O'Connor  surrendered 
himself  to  the  seductive  trance,  and  re- 
velled in  the  bliss  it  gave  him. 

The  cool  grey  shades  of  evening  were 
creeping  over  the  world  when  he  gained 
the  crest  of  the  last  hill  upon  his  road. 
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Lough  Inagh,  the  "  Lonely  Lake,"  lay  at 
his  feet,  with  all  her  wooded  islands,  mir- 
rored in  the  unruffled  water,  darkened  by 
the  shadows  of  the  encircling  mountains. 
There  was  no  sign  of  life — no  sign  of  man 
in  that  silent  glen.  The  O'Connor  gazed 
long  on  the  scene.  His  eyes  dwelt  lovingly 
on  every  moss-grown  rock,  on  every  aged 
tree.  At  length,  with  a  deep-drawn  sigh 
of  mingled  pain  and  pleasure,  he  dis- 
mounted, and  led  his  mare  down  to  the 
beach  of  the  lake,  and  thence  along  the  bed 
of  the  stream  which  connects  Lough  Inagh 
with  Lough  Clara.  He  soon  reached  the 
shore  of  the  latter  ;  it  spread  beneath  him 
with  all  its  thousand  ripples,  catching  the 
reflection  of  the  last  bright  tints  lingering 
in  the  western  sky.  Ben  Caoira  towered 
in  her  lonely  grarideur  before  him,  and  on 
the  opposite  side  of  the  lake  the  smoke  of 
his  father's  home  rose  in  white  curling 
wreaths  from  out  the  old  oak  wood. 
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O'Connor  stooped  and  drank  once  more 
of  the  water  of  the  lake,  and  seating  him- 
self on  a  rock,  he  looked  on  his  alienated 
home.  At  that  moment  no  wrath,  no 
bitterness  mingled  with  his  thoughts.  The 
loved,  the  lost,  his  early  days,  his  youth- 
ful hopes,  filled  his  soul  with  holier  feel- 
ings, and  he  could  contemplate  all  he  had 
lost,  and  dwell  on  each  remembered  object 
with  a  sweet  and  sorrowful  fondness  brood- 
ing over  his  hushed  spirit.  His  mare 
grazed  among  the  ferns  near  him  ;  and  he 
•sat  there  until  the  twilight  faded,  and  until 
the  full  moon  rose  and  cast  her  brightness 
on  the  lake.  Allaster  watched  her  rising, 
as  he  had  often  done  in  bygone  days  ;  he 
saw  the  bright  point  of  light  which  re- 
flected her  orb  afar  on  the  water,  and  he 
watched  the  rays  spreading  from  that 
focus,  and  growing  broader  and  more  fan- 
like  until  they  melted  wide  on  the  rip- 
ples at  his  feet.  He  looked  on  high,  and 
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saw  the  Pleiads  glittering  like  a  diadem  of 
heaven's  gems  on  the  brow  of  Ben  Caoira. 
The  lateness  of  the  hour  warned  him  to 
depart. 

"  Come,  Sissy,  come,"  he  said,  as  he 
drew  her  bridle  over  his  arm,  "  we  must 
seek  our  quarters." 

Winding  along  the  shore  of  Lough 
Clara,  and  crossing  more  than  one  moun- 
tain stream,  he  gained  the  main  road  which 
led  him  to  the  recess.  The  cottage  nestled 
in  an  opening  of  the  copse  skirting  a  hill, 
and  the  light  from  its  lowly  hearth  gleamed 
cheerily  and  invitingly  through  its  narrow 
lattice.  The  O'Connor  led  his  charger 
into  the  long  grass,  and  passed  on  as  noise- 
lessly as  possible  towards  the  cottage. 
Brian  and  Mary  sat  beside  their  hearth,  as 
unseen  in  the  darkness.  Allaster  looked 
into  their  home.  The  years  of  his  absence 
had  passed  heavily  over  his  foster  parents. 
The  deepening  lines  and  the  sallow  pallor 
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of  Mary  Connor's  face  showed  that  sorrow 
had  been  there ;  and  her  eyes  had  lost 
their  brightness,  and  now  beneath  their 
heavy  lids  seemed  fixed  in  a  wistful  and 
seeking  gaze  which  mutely  told  that  her 
thoughts  were  with  the  absent  or  the  dead. 
Brian's  powerful  figure  was  somewhat 
bowed  by  an  habitual  stoop ;  his  keen 
glance  has  lost  none  of  its  quiet  determi- 
nation, but  it  had  put  on  an  expression  of 
sullenness,  and  his  hair  had  become  nearly 
white.  Their  youngest  child,  a  girl  of 
thirteen,  sat  beside  her  mother ;  her  hair 
thrown  back  from  her  pretty  face,  her 
hands  clasped  on  her  mother's  knee,  and 
her  clear  blue  eyes  raised  to  her  father's 
face,  with  that  meek  expression  of  trusting 
fondness  so  often  seen  in  the  sightless  orbs 
of  the  blind.  Allaster  recognised  in  her 
Grace,  his  little  pet  Grace,  the  "  dark  girl," 
as  all  the  neighbours  called  her,  with 
affectionate  pity  for  her  misfortune.  Their 
VOL.  in.  i 
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humble  supper  was  in  preparation  ;  Mary 
plied  her  knitting  needles,  while  Brian  stir- 
red the  oaten  meal  into  the  pot  or  turned  the 
eggs  in  the  ashes.  All  were  silent.  Alias- 
ter,  with  his  forehead  pressed  to  the  lattice, 
looked  on  his  poor  and  devoted  friends 
with  long-forgotten  pleasure  in  his  heart. 
At  length  he  moved.  The  blind  girl,  with 
the  quickened  senses,  which  with  her  were 
all  concentrated  in  that  of  hearing,  caught 
the  sound  of  his  muffled  tread. 

"  Mother,"  she  said,  "  there's  a  stranger 
near  the  house." 

They  listened.  Allaster  walked  quickly 
to  the  door.  Mary  heard  his  step;  she 
•  started  up,  clasped  her  hands  on  her  breast 
and  exclaimed,  "  A  mahair  deelish  !  Holy 
virgin — that  step — every  footfall  is  on  my 
heart — 'tis  himself  ?" 

The  door  was  flung  open,  Allaster  was  in 
the  room,  his  hand  locked  in  Brian's  hearty 
grasp,  while  Mary  was  sobbing  on  his 
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breast,  and  the  old  terrier,  Vixy,  now  blind 
and  toothless,  was  fawning  with  feeble 
efforts  to  express  her  joy,  at  his  feet. 

When  the  first  speechless  transports  of 
Mary  were  somewhat  calmed,  she  betook 
herself  to  the  task,  delightful  to  the 
mother's  heart,  of  hastening  their  supper, 
while  Brian  went  out  to  put  up  the  gallant 
charger  of  his  foster  son. 

"  Tis  you  that  is  handsomer  than  ever, 
my  bright  brown  haired  boy,"  she  said,  as 
Allaster,  with  almost  boyish  gaiety,  helped 
her  to  spread  her  homely  board.  "  The 
flowers  of  the  spring  are  not  so  sweet  as 
your  return  to  me.  But  tell  me,  achushla 
macree  —do  you  understand  me  ?  May  be 
you  forgot  to  speak  in  those  foreign  parts." 

"  No  fear  of  that,  Mary,"  replied  the 
soldier.  "  While  the  We  is  warm  in  my 
heart,  I  shall  remember  the  language  in 
which  you  sang  over  my  cradle." 

"  And   'twas   in  the   same  language   I 

i  2 
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prayed  for  my  child  every  night  for  these 
long  years.  Oh,  sore  and  long  were  the 
same  to  me,  my  jewel."  And  the  poor 
woman  began  to  cry  with  joy. 

"  I  am  here  now,  Mary ;  so  let  the  past 
be  past  for  ever,"  said  Allaster  cheerfully. 
"  I  see  you  have  not  forgotten  the  wheel, 
Mary,"  he  added,  as  he  took  up  a  corner 
of  the  coarse  but  scrupulously  white  table- 
cloth, well  remembering  poor  Mary's  inno- 
cent pride  in  her  home-made  linen.  "  You 
must  spin  some  linen  for  me,  now,  mo- 
ther." 

She  dried  her  tears,  and  laughed  with 
something  of  her  old  glee. 

"  You  see  how  even  the  thread  of  that 
cloth  is  ;  don't  you,  asthore  ?  Well,  my- 
self thinks  it  came  so  even  because  all  the 
time  I  was  spinning  it  I  had  but  the  one 
thought  in  my  head ;  and  I  leave  you  to 
guess  what  that  was." 

"  I  think  I  know,"  said  Allaster,  smiling. 
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"  I  put  her  up  in  the  cow-house,"  said 
Brian,  entering  at  the  moment,  "  and  gave 
her  a  good  bed  and  lashings  of  hay  and 
oats.  She  is  as  snug  as  a  Christian ;  much 
good  may  it  do  her.  Sit  down  there,  Mr. 
Allaster,  and  let  us  eat  our  supper.  Gra- 
ceen,  agra,  give  us  the  jug  of  milk." 

The  blind  girl,  with  her  light,  hesitat- 
ing step,  brought  the  milk  from  the  dresser 
and  set  it  down  with  an  artless  smile  of 
pride  in  her  own  usefulness. 

The  night  waned,  and  yet  Allaster  sat 
with  his  foster-family,  and  asked  and  asked 
again  after  all  the  old  tenants  of  his  father, 
and  questioned  of  all  his  own  friends,  and 
above  all  of  Julia  Howard.  They  sat  and 
talked  unwearied,  all  except  the  dark  girl, 
who  lay  asleep,  with  her  fresh  round  cheek 
resting  on  Allaster's  knee. 

Charley  Herbert  was  dead.  He  had 
fallen  in  a  duel  in  Italy.  Julia  Howard 
lived,  entirely  secluded  from  the  world,  at 
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Castle  Herbert.  Since  her  cousin's  death 
not  one  guest  had  passed  her  threshold. 
Her  aged  grandmother,  now  released  from 
all  sorrow  by  the  merciful  boon  of  be- 
reaved old  age,  the  oblivion  of  dotage, 
lived  with  her,  sharing,  with  the  poor  and 
the  sick,  the  gentle  and  yet  untiring  care 
of  the  lonely  girl.  There  was  something 
almost  sublime  in  the  picture  which  Brian 
drew  of  the  ministering  angel,  who  stood 
alone  and  self-supported,  spending  the 
bright  bloom  of  her  youth  in  solitude, 
improving  her  vast  territories  with  more 
than  manly  industry,  working  with  calm 
energy  for  the  improvement,  moral  and 
physical,  of  her  thousands  of  tenants,  and 
stewarding  her  wealth  for  the  poor,  as  if 
she  but  held  it  in  trust  for  charitable  pur- 
poses. 

"  She  loves  me  still,"  whispered  Allaster, 
as  he  hung  on  Brian's  words. 

Edward  O'Connor  had,  as  the  reader  al- 
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ready  knows,  purchased  Glen  Clara  from 
Plunkett.  He  rarely  resided  there,  only 
visiting  the  cottage  for  a  few  weeks  dur- 
ing the  shooting  and  fishing  seasons ;  and 
then  he  always  came  accompanied  by  large 
parties  of  his  friends ;  and  sometimes  their 
sporting  parties  were  graced  by  the  pre- 
sence of  certain  fair  ones,  whose  presence 
caused  immense  scandal  to  the  unsophisti- 
cated peasantry.  Edward  O'Connor  did 
not  meddle  with  the  management  of  his 
estates.  He  had  a  Scotch  agent,  to  whom 
he  left  the  whole  controul  of  the  property ; 
and  this  man  was  honest  enough  in  money 
matters,  though  wily,  stern,  and  severe. 
The  tenants  both  feared  and  hated  him, 
and  extended  these  feelings  to  Edward, 
whom  they  also  detested  and  despised  for 
his  apostacy. 

"  Faith,"  said  Brian,  in  answer  to  some 
inquiries  of  Allaster,  "myself  hates  that 
chap  Sawney.  If  he  was  a  bit  harder  than 
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he  is,  the  people  would  not  put  up  with 
him  at  all.  But  he  is  wise  enough  for 
himself.  He  shears  the  sheep  as  close  as 
he  can  go ;  but  he  is  afraid  to  skin  her 
intirely." 

"  Is    Edward   a   bad    landlord   on    the 
whole  ?"  said  the  O'Connor. 

"  Throth,  he  is  neither  good  nor  bad," 
replied  Brian ;  "  but  he  cares  for  nothing 
but  his  own  four  bones ;  and  the  likes  of 
him  is  never  very  good  nor  very  bad. 
When  he  is  out  of  the  country  he  would 
let  Sawney  drive  the  honest  tenants  off 
the  face  of  the  earth,  to  get  money  for 
the  green  table ;  but  when  he  is  here,  he 
would  order  the  same  Scotchman  to  let 
out  the  cattle  of  the  biggest  schemers  in 
the  country,  sooner  than  be  bothered  with 
the  women  crying  for  their  cows." 

"  Does  he  seem  happy  in  his  new  reli- 
gion ?"  inquired  Allaster. 

"  I  think  he  has  no  religion  at  all,  sav 
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ing  your  presence,"  answered  Brian  ;  "  but 
if  it  is  pleasing  to  you  I  won't  talk  about 
him  at  all,  for,  by  my  soul,  I  do  not  like 
to  take  his  name  between  my  teeth.  I 
would  rather  speak  of  Miss  Julia ;  for 
when  we  speak  of  her — the  pretty  crea- 
ture that  she  is,  and  the  good — I  feel 
someway  like  as  if  I  was  saying  my 
prayers." 

Allaster  smiled.  Brian,  in  his  own 
rude  way,  had  gone  near  to  describe  the 
magic  effect  which  the  sound  of  Julia's 
name,  as  it  dwelt  in  whispered  softness  on 
his  lip,  and  the  remembrance  of  her 
smile,  bright  with  unconscious  maiden 
love,  had  often  produced  upon  himself. 
Often,  in  his  young  days  of  romantic  pas- 
sion, he  had  thought  that  the  sound  of 
her  voice  left  a  music  in  the  air  she  had 
breathed,  as  if  an  angel  had  passed 
through  it,  and  shook  a  perfume  from 
his  wing.  Often  he  had  thought  that  a 

i  5 
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double  sweetness  exhaled  from  the  flowers 
on  which  her  shadow  had  fallen,  and  that 
the  sunbeam  stole  a  brightness  from  her 
smile. 

While  Mary  prepared  a  bed  for  the 
soldier,  he  visited  his  charger,  and  assured 
himself  that  all  her  wants  were  supplied. 
A  few  minutes  more,  and  the  inhabitants 
of  the  Recess  were  kneeling  together  at 
their  short  and  simple  prayer,  and  the 
proud  soldier  bent  his  knee  among  them 
in  heartfelt  devotion :  and  then  the  fire 
was  raked  into  its  ashes,  and  all  retired  to 
their  rest. 

Peace  was  in  the  cottage.  The  Connors 
slept,  or  seemed  to  sleep.  Even  the  old 
terrier  snored  beside  the  embers ;  or,  by 
her  mumbling  yelp,  showed  that  she 
dreamed  of  her  fights  with  foxes  or  bad- 
gers. The  crickets  chirped  on  the  hearth ; 
the  placid  moonlight  streamed  into  the 
room.  The  O'Connor  waked,  and  turned 
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restlessly  on  his  pillow.  His  return  to  his 
native  land  agitated  his  soul  to  its  inmost 
depths.  Trifles  that  his  iron  frame  would 
not  have  felt  at  other  times  now  exercised 
a  strange  influence  over  him  :  he  despised 
it,  but  he  could  not  shake  off  its  unaccount- 
able power.  The  song  of  the  cricket ;  the 
very  scent  of  the  bog-myrtle  on  his  sheets 
excited  his  nerves.  The  whiskey-punch, 
in  which  he  had  pledged  Brian,  fevered 
him,  although  it  could  not  affect  his  strong 
head.  He  remembered  fifty  questions  that 
he  had  forgotten  to  ask  about  Edward 
O'Connor,  about  Colonel  Herbert's  death, 
about  poor  Charley  Herbert's  unhappy  ca- 
reer, about  Julia ;  but  no,  he  could  not 
speak  of  her.  But  she  loved  him;  he 
knew  it — he  felt  it ;  her  spirit  seemed  to 
have  mingled  with  his  soul.  To-morrow 
they  should  meet — to-morrow  !  will  it 
ever  dawn  ?  The  kiss  he  had  once 
snatched  from  her  lips,  the  embrace  in 
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which  he  had  once  clasped  her  yielding 
form,  seemed  to  burn  on  his  lip  and  to 
thrill  through  his  frame.  He  pictured  to 
himself  how  she  lay  asleep  at  that  very 
hour,  in  all  the  witchery  of  her  exquisite 
loveliness,  and  the  deep-rooted  passion,  so 
long  controlled,  throbbed  to  pain  in  every 
pulse  of  his  tense  veins. 

"  Julia  !  Julia  !"  he  muttered  in  his  de- 
lirious reverie  ;  "  in  mercy  leave  me  until 
to-morrow  !" 

He  slept  to  dream ;  and  he  woke  with 
the  dew  on  his  brow  and  the  flush  on  his 
cheek. 

It  was  yet  early  when  Brian  and  Mary 
were  afoot.  The  busy  stir  of  Mary's 
housewifery,  and  the  shutting  of  the  door 
as  Brian  betook  himself  to  his  four-footed 
guest,  broke  Allaster's  slumbers.  A  plunge 
and  a  swim  in  the  cold  lake  completed  the 
soldier's  rapid  toilette,  and  braced  his 
nerves,  unstrung  by  the  wild  emotions  of 
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the  night.  The  morning  air  came  with 
opiate  coolness  to  his  brow ;  the  white 
mists  rose  in  fleecy  folds  along  the  moun- 
tains, and,  when  they  reached  the  summit, 
melted  away  among  the  rosy  clouds ;  the 
dewdrops  glistened  in  the  level  sun  like  a 
silver  network  spread  on  the  heather ;  the 
grouse  crew  loud  and  long  on  the  hill-side, 
and  the  lake  broke  into  circling  ripples  as 
the  trout  rose  on  its  glassy  bosom.  Far 
from  camp  and  court,  it  seemed  like  a  new 
world,  yet  virgin  of  sorrow  or  strife.  O'Con- 
nor's senses  yielded  to  the  sorcery  of  the 
hour  and  the  scene,  while  one  sole  thought 
filled  his  breast,  and  that  thought  was  of 
Julia  Howard. 

Mary  had  prepared  his  breakfast,  and, 
despite  of  his  pre-occupation,  he  did  ample 
justice  to  her  oat-cakes  and  foaming  milk. 
The  meal  despatched,  he  set  out  for  Castle 
Herbert,  accompanied  by  Brian,  like  him- 
self, on  foot. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

A  moment  more  and  they  shall_meet ! 
'Tis  past — her  lover's  at  her  feet. 

BYRON. 

As  the  O'Connor  and  Brian  traversed 
the  heathy  hills,  where  the  path,  scarcely 
visible  at  their  feet,  appeared  to  wind  its 
serpentine  way  in  the  distance,  clearly  de- 
fined by  the  short,  dark,  green  grass  which 
grew  upon  it,  the  full  flood  of  reviving  re- 
collections, and  the  thousand  associations 
which  every  object  bore  to  the  days  of  his 
early  youth,  created  an  illusion  which  Al- 
laster  caressed  with  all  his  thoughts.  All 
the  events  of  his  manly  career,  which  had 
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been  so  full  of  life  and  energy,  now  re- 
ceded from  his  view  ;  while  his  earlier  days 
approached,  as  it  were,  from  out  the  dis- 
tance of  time.  Every  vague  remembrance 
grew  into  more  life-like  reality;  every  half- 
forgotten  scene  and  event  resumed  form 
and  body,  until  the  battle  field  and  the 
shores  of  the  legendary  Ister  were  swept 
from  his  mind,  and  the  tried  soldier  of  the 
Empress  Queen  became  the  half-doubting, 
half-expectant  lover  of  Julia  Howard. 

"  Do  you  mind  that  fairy  hill  ?"  said 
Brian,  pointing  to  one  of  the  small  cones 
of  earth  covered  with  a  close  velvet  sward 
of  white  clover,  dear  to  the  superstition  of 
the  peasant  and  to  the  intelligence  of  the 
fanner ;  to  the  latter,  because  that  herbage 
indicates  the  presence,  below  the  shallow 
soil,  of  limestone  ;  to  the  former,  because 
tradition  designates  those  symmetrical 
mounds  as  the  dwelling  of  the  "  men  of 
peace." 
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"  I  do,  of  course,"  replied  the  O'Connor. 
"  It  was  there  I  shot  my  first  grouse."  A 
little  farther  and  they  passed  through  a 
valley,  where  the  golden  furze  glittered 
amid  the  dark,  rich  heather.  "  There," 
said  Allaster,  "  my  poor  Luath  killed  her 
first  hare.  She  was  the  fleetest  greyhound 
I  ever  met." 

Again  they  skirted  a  lake  studded  with 
wooded  islands.  He  had  ridden  along  its 
shore  with  Julia.  He  said  nothing  to  Brian 
this  time,  but  he  shut  his  eyes  involuntarily, 
and  conjured  up  the  cherub  form  of  Julia 
as  she  then  was,  half  child,  half  girl,  urg- 
ing her  mountain  palfrey  to  his  best  speed, 
and  laughing  at  his  cantering  with  the  very 
music  of  mirth  in  her  silvery  voice. 

"  Brian,  there  is  new  life  to  me  in  every 
breath  of  this  air,"  he  exclaimed,  as  he 
inhaled  long  draughts  of  the  mountain 
breeze.  The  natal  air  has  a  mysterious 
power  over  the  organisation  of  the  moun- 
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taineer;  at  times,  and  especially  in  sick- 
ness or  in  moments  of  fatigue  or  discourage- 
ment, the  very  soul  languishes  for  the 
remembered  breeze,  as  the  eastern  princes 
of  old  thirsted  for  the  waters  of  the 
Choaspes.  Allaster  felt  the  full  power  of 
the  air ;  he  tasted  it  with  delight  as  he 
breathed  it,  and  almost  fancied  it  possessed 
the  brisk  zest  of  sparkling  wine. 

"  Brian,  you  can  walk  as  well  as  ever," 
said  Allaster,  as  his  foster  father  walked 
by  his  side  unwearied.  "  You  are  scarce  a 
day  older,  except  so  far  as  the  hair  is  con- 
cerned, than  when  I  left  you." 

"  Yet  the  years  were  long  since  you  left 
the  print  of  your  foot  on  the  hill -side,"  said 
Brian,  sadly.  "  Sorrow  lengthens  the  day." 

"  But  the  colonel  was  very  kind  to  you, 
Brian,  yon  wanted  nothing  that  a  rich 
man's  free  open  heart  could  give ;  although 
you  may  have  grieved  when  you  were 
obliged  to  leave  Glen  Clara." 
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"  Not  that,  son  of  my  soul."  said  Brian  ; 
"  1  never  cared  rightly  for  the  place  since 
you  left  it ;  I  used  to  think  the  air  looked 
black  round  the  old  house ;  but  it  is  the 
first  day  of  your  being  here  and  I  won't 
speak  of  grief." 

"  One  question  you  must  answer,"  per- 
sisted O'Connor.  "Last  night  I  missed 
my  foster-sister  Una  and  little  Phaidrick, 
but  I  feared  to  hurt  a  wound  by  asking 
for  them.  Where  are  they  ?" 

"  Phaidrick  is  under  the  green  sod,"  re- 
plied the  father  in  a  trembling  voice; 
"  and  since  he  died  his  mother  is  pining 
away  on  her  feet,  and  myself  thinks  be- 
times that  I  buried  a  piece  of  my  heart 
with  my  whiteheaded  boy.  But  the  Lord's 
will  be  done ;  we  have  one  comfort  in  our 
trouble,  and  that  is,  that  we  can  pray  for 
his  innocent  soul." 

"  And  Una,  my  own  sweet  sister  ?"  de- 
manded Allaster. 
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"  She  is  living  at  the  Glen  with  Edward 
O'Connor,"  whispered  Brian. 

To  understand  the  anger  with  which 
O'Connor  heard  this  tale  of  woe,  one  should 
know  the  extent  and  power  of  the  feelings 
created  by  the  tie  of  fosterage  in  Ireland. 
The  sentiments  of  the  people  are  strength- 
ened by  the  ancient  doctrines  of  the 
Catholic  church,  and  thence  it  results  that 
the  relationship  of  "  the  milk  "  are  re- 
garded with  almost  the  same  reverence  as 
those  of  blood. 

"  Another  wrong  !"  muttered  the  soldier. 
"  How  did  she  fall  a  victim  to  that  double 
dyed  apostate  ?  She  knew  him,  and  should 
have  spurned  him." 

"He  could  be  soft  and  sweet  when  he 
liked  it,"  said  Brian.  "  I  often  saw  him 
creeping  about  the  hills  under  colour  of 
shooting,  but  I  never  suspected  anything. 
My  poor  little  cailin  used  to  be  herding, 
and  he  used  to  meet  her.  One  evening 
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she  did  not  come  home  with  the  cows  ;  we 
looked  everywhere  for  her,  but  all  to  no 
use,  no  more  than  if  the  ground  swallowed 
her  up.  After  a  month  she  came  in  one 
night,  just  as  we  were  taking  our  supper. 
I  did  not  know  her  till  she  spoke  and 
asked  my  blessing,  for  the  cabin  was  dark 
in  regard  to  being  late  at  night.  So  she 
told  us  she  was  married  to  him,  and  that 
he  was  gone  to  the  Glen,  and  that  he  gave 
her  leave  to  see  us  for  a  minute ;  and  with 
that  she  was  gone." 

"  Married  !"  said  Allaster ;  "  he  could 
not  have  married  her  !  He  is  a  Protestant. 
Besides,  he  would  not  promise  her  mar- 
riage." 

"She  explained  all  that,"  said  Brian. 
"She  would  not  go  with  him  until  he 
swore  his  honour  he  would  say  the  words 
with  her ;  so  as  promises  is  very  cheap  to 
them  that  knows  rightly  how  to  go  about 
making  them,  he  did  not  say  against  her, 
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but  swore  anything  she  wanted ;  and  so 
he  took  her  off  out  to  Mayo,  and  dressed 
himself  Jike  a  country  boy  and  got  the 
priest  at  Delphi  to  marry  them  under  the 
pretence  that  they  were  a  runaway  couple." 

**  How  does  he  treat  her  ?"  inquired 
Allaster. 

"  At  first  he  thought  worse  of  her  than 
of  the  heart  in  his  body,"  said  Brian,  "  and 
would  not  like  the  wind  to  blow  on  her, 
and  she  was  dressed  like  a  queen,  and  was 
as  happy  as  the  poor  natural  Murragheen, 
when  he  does  be  dancing  in  the  sun  of  a 
summer's  day.  But  he  got  tired  of  her 
soon  enough,  and  now  she  never  sees  him 
except  against  his  will  when  he  brings  his 
fine  company  to  the  Glen.  And  then  in- 
stead of  showing  her  as  he  used  to  do  to 
all  the  officers,  he  never  lets  the  quality 
see  her.  And  faith,  that  is  the  only 
thing  I  thank  him  for,  as  I  was  afraid  he 
would  try  to  pass  her  off  his  hands." 
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"Why  do  you  not  save  her,  Brian?" 
asked  Allaster,  eagerly.  "  Take  her  home. 
I  will  see  her — I  will  force  her  to  leave 
him.  She  has  not  fallen,"  he  added,  un- 
consciously thinking  aloud.  "  She  is  a 
wife  in  the  sight  of  Heaven,  though  a 
mistress  in  the  eye  of  the  law.  I  must 
snatch  her  from  her  fate,  ere  some  profli- 
gate associate  of  Edward's  can  persuade 
to  accept  the  branded  career  of  in- 
Jamy." 

"  If  I  could  get  her  home  to  us,"  said 
the  bereaved  father,  "  her  mother  and  my- 
self would  walk  barefooted  round  Ireland 
to  bring  her  into  our  door ;  but  he  won't 
turn  her  out,  and  she  won't  leave  him.  She 
says  evermore  that  he  is  her  husband,  and 
she  won't  leave  him.  It  drives  me  mad 
to  see  how  she  doats  on  the  man  that 
made  her  what  she  is." 

"  How  well  I  remember  her,"  said  Al- 
laster, "  with  her  round  rosy  face  and  her 
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bright  black  eyes ;  and  such  a  mischievous 
witch  as  she  was." 

"  Well  Mr.  Allaster,"  said  Brian,  "  when 
Gracie  lost  the  light  of  her  eyes,  Mary  and 
myself  thought  we  were  very  sorrowful ; 
but  that  trouble  was  nothing  to  this,  no 
more  than  this  is  this ;"  and  he  took  a  tuft 
of  the  snowy  Canna  down  from  the  ditch 
and  a  pebble  from  the  road,  and  threw 
them  upon  the  water. 

At  the  O'Connor's  desire,  Brian  had  led 
him  to  Castle  Herbert  by  the  most  lonely 
path,  avoiding  every  cottage.  O'Connor 
did  not  wish  to  be  recognised  by  any  one 
save  his  foster-family,  until  he  had  seen 
Julia.  If  she  still  loved  him,  he  would 
take  his  place  boldly  in  his  native  land, 
and  bear  her  in  triumph  thence  to  the 
court  of  his  sovereign.  If  she  loved  him 
not,  none  should  know  of  his  baffled  hopes, 
he  would  pass  from  his  former  home 
silently  and  unseen,  as  if  he  had  never 
been  born. 
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Reaching  the  demesne  of  Castle  Her- 
bert, he  dismissed  Brian,  and  took  his  way 
along  the  well-known  paths  and  among 
the  wojds  and  wild  copses  clinging  to  the 
undulating  hills  and  dells  of  the  park.  He 
was  happy  once  more — perfectly  happy  ; 
no  fears,  no  doubts  could  find  entrance  to 
his  bosom  as  he  passed  with  a  light  and 
bounding  step  through  the  beautiful  wood- 
land where  he  had  often  wandered  with 
Julia.  A  sunny  calm  brooded  over  the 
sylvan  scene, — the  lingering  freshness  of 
the  morning  rested  in  the  shadowy  dells, 
while  the  sunny  light  of  noon  bathed  the 
glades.  Cattle  waded  through  the  long 
grass,  the  hares  hopped  from  the  ferns 
across  his  path,  the  birds  sang  over  head, 
the  perfume  of  distant  hayfields  wandered 
on  the  air, — sight,  sound,  scents,  ail  con- 
tributed to  the  voluptuous  intoxication  of 
his  breast. 

When  he  reached  the  brow  of  the  emi- 
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nence  whence  he  could  see  the  fa§ade  of 
the  house,  he  paused  to  look  around  him ; 
the  place  was  improved,  not  changed ;  the 
trees  had  grown  luxuriantly,  but  he  per- 
ceived, with  joy,  that  no  changes  had  been 
made.  Julia  had  worshipped  the  past. 
His  eyes  rested  on  the  group  of  hoary 
thorns  which  sheltered  the  burial-ground 
of  his  race,  and  he  turned  his  steps  thither 
— some  deep  instinctive  feeling  prompting 
him  to  visit  his  father's  tomb  ere  he  sought 
his  living  love. 

The  very  helplessness  of  death,  which 
cannot  resent  our  neglect,  or  reward  our 
abiding  faith  of  sorrow,  exercises  a  power- 
ful thraldom  over  the  mind.  The  mute 
eloquence  of  the  grave  calls  us  irresistibly. 
Allaster  entered  the  ivied  ruins,  and  amid 
the  mouldering  tombs  of  all  his  race,  made 
his  way  to  the  resting-place  of  his  father. 
A  stone  marked  the  head — he  bent  over 
it  and  read  the  inscription.  There  was 
VOL.  in.  K 
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but  one  word — "  The  O'Connor."  Julia  had 
placed  that  tombstone  over  the  father  of 
her  lover.  He  knelt  beside  the  grave  in 
reverent  silence,  and  felt  that  his  father's 
spirit  was  in  commune  with  his  own.  He 
knew  not  how  long  he  knelt,  for  he  was 
too  deeply  absorbed  to  note  the  flight  of 
moments.  He  was  rudely  roused  from  his 
waking  dream.  A  coal-black  Newfound- 
land dog,  all-dripping  from  the  river, 
bounded  into  the  grave  yard,  and  cast 
himself  barking  with  furious  delight  upon 
his  breast ;  with  a  quick  movement  of 
jealous  vigilance  Allaster  pushed  the  animal 
off  his  father's  tomb,  and  then,  while  the 
dog  sprang  madly  round  him,  he  recog- 
nised his  own  old  favourite,  Oscar.  The 
poor  creature  coursed  in  a  circle  round 
the  place,  threw  up  his  head  with  a  deep- 
mouthed  bark ;  again  flung  his  shaggy 
paws  over  his  master's  neck,  and  then 
dashed  into  the  wood,  carried  away  by  his 
frantic  jubilee. 
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Allaster  was  breathless ;  he  gasped  as  if 
for  life ;  he  could  hear  the  throbbing  of 
his  heart — his  eyes  sought  to  pierce  the 
veil  of  leaves — the  branches  were  pushed 
aside — Julia  was  before  him  ! 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

Oh  Love  — young  love,  bound  in  thy  rosy  chain, 
Let  sage  or  cynic  prattle  as  they  will ; 
These  hours,  and  these  alone,  redeem  life's  years  of  ill . 

BYRON. 

"  JULIA  !"  "  Allaster  !"  These  words  were 
all  the  long-parted  lovers  spoke,  and  they 
were  spoken  calmly  and  distinctly.  There 
was  no  surprise — no  bewilderment  of  any 
faculty  on  either  side.  The  one  undying 
recollection  which  had  filled  the  years  of 
separation  had  bridged  the  gulf  which  se- 
parated the  past  from  the  present.  When 
they  met  once  more  it  was  but  the  reali- 
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zation  of  a  familiar  cherished  hope ;  and 
each  was  to  other  but  the  embodied  thought 
which  had  been  the  soul  of  their  soul  for 
many  days  of  pining  desire.  Their  hands 
met  in  a  light  clasp,  while  they  gazed  in- 
quiringly on  each  other.  Time,  which  had 
developed  his  fine  form  and  added  more 
manly  dignity  to  his  noble  bearing,  had 
flown  over  her  in  summer  power,  maturing 
her  beauty,  and  lending  a  riper  richness  to 
her  exquisite  loveliness. 

They  left  the  solemn  scene  of  their 
meeting,  without  feeling  the  involuntary 
chill  of  superstition  which  many  persons 
would  have  experienced  upon  a  re-union 
in  such  a  place.  Their  feelings  were  too 
entirely  absorbed  to  permit  one  thought 
to  stray  from  each  other.  They  would 
not  waste  one  look  to  embrace  all  the 
glories  of  creation.  Their  world  was  each 
other. 

Unconsciously  they  turned  into  a  wild 
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woodland  path  skirting  the  river,  which 
had  ever  been  Julia's  favourite  walk.  Her 
hand  rested  timidly  but  fondly  on  his  arm. 
His  whole  being,  soul,  sense,  and  thoughts, 
was  concentrated  on  the  memory  of  the 
one  brief  moment  when,  years  before,  she 
had  leant  upon  his  breast,  trembling  be- 
neath the  kisses  with  which  he  had  dared 
to  smother  her  faintly  uttered  farewell. 
Although  her  large  hat  shaded  and  hid 
her  face,  yet  she  felt  that  his  burning 
gaze  rested  devouringly  upon  her.  A 
strange  magnetic  influence  transfused  his 
thoughts  into  her  bosom,  and  the  same 
reminiscences  rushed  in  a  warm  flood  of 
mingled  shame  and  pleasure  upon  her 
heart.  Gently  raising  the  envious  hat,  he 
saw  her  in  all  the  sorcery  of  her  beauty, 
in  the  most  beautiful  hour  of  woman's  ex- 
istence. Unspoken  words  trembled  on 
her  dewy  lips,  and  the  dark  curling  fringes 
of  her  drooping  lids  hung  over  her  cheeks 
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suffused  with  mantling  blushes,  the  very 
purple  light  of  love.  She  almost  feared 
him,  and  tried  to  withdraw  her  hand. 
The  slight  timid  movement  alarmed  him, 
and  the  little  fugitive  was  prisoned  in  his 
powerful  clasp.  All  the  avarice  of  love, 
in  which  one  treasure  gained  only  excites 
a  deeper  covetousness  for  some  other 
blessing,  was  roused  in  his  heart.  He 
wound  his  arm  round  her  waist.  She 
raised  her  eyes  to  his  in  an  appealing 
glance,  but  its  mute  pleading  was  disre- 
garded, and  she  was  pressed  to  his  breast. 
She  strove  to  shrink  from  his  embrace — 
it  were  an  easier  task  to  tear  the  palpi- 
tating prey  from  a  lion,  than  to  save  her 
from  that  embrace.  He  clasped — crushed 
her  with  fierce  vehemence  to  his  bosom, 
and  showered  scorching  kisses  on  her  lip, 
while  he  whispered  hoarsely, 

"  My  own — my  love — my  bride — mine 
for  ever  !   "  Julia !  oh,  Julia ! "  he  gasped  as 


200  JULIA   HOWARD. 

he  released  her,  and  stood  beside  her  breath- 
less, dizzy,  from  the  violence  of  his  long- 
hoarded  emotions.  For  a  moment  every 
thing  seemed  to  swim  before  his  darken- 
ing eyes — he  grew  giddy,  and  the  blood 
boiled  on  his  brain,  and  a  sound,  as  of 
many  waters  over  a  drowning  man,  mur- 
mured in  his  ear.  In  a  moment  he  reco- 
vered himself,  and  regained  all  his  self- 
control.  He  was  calm  and  gentle,  as  if 
the  fierce  whirlwind  of  joy  and  passion  had 
never  swept  over  him. 

"  Oh,  Allaster !"    whispered  Julia,    re- 
proachfully. 

"  Forgive  me,"  he  pleaded,  "  you  must 
not  require  more  than  mortal  man  could 
do.  I  will  not  offend  again.  I  am  calm 
— I  will  be  humble  as  a  child,  only  come 
and  sit  beside  me,  and  let  me  tell  you  of 
our  love." 

Julia  stood  like  a  half-tamed  fawn  ready 
to  fly  and  yet  lingering  there. 
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"  Julia  !"  cried  O'Connor — she  still  he- 
sitated— "Julia!"  he  added,  "trust  the 
plighted  faith  of  the  O'Connor." 

Still  blushing,  but  trusting  with  full 
fond  confidence  in  his  word,  she  sat  by 
his  side ;  and  she  looked  so  pure  and  holy 
in  her  innocence  that  he  dared  not  take 
her  hand  in  his. 

They  sat  on  a  mossy  bank  at  the  roots 
of  a  spreading  copper  beach,  whose  glow- 
ing ruddy  foliage  contrasted  beautifully 
with  the  fresh  soft  verdure  of  the  other 
trees.  At  their  feet,  the  deep  river  glided 
with  liquid  music  among  rocks  garlanded 
with  wreaths  of  glistening  ivy.  So  dark 
was  the  noon-tide  twilight  around  the 
lovers,  that  where  near  them  an  opening 
in  the  leafy  canopy  allowed  one  ray  of 
light  to  enter,  as  if  into  a  darkened  room, 
the  sun-beam  formed  a  luminous  column, 
all  gay  with  dancing  motes  of  every  hue. 
The  dog  crouched  at  their  feet,  and  there 
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they  sat—  silent — absorbed — the  past  for- 
gotten— the  future  unconsidered,  the 
boundless  present  with  its  overflowing 
wealth  of  life  and  happiness  engrossing 
every  sense  in  their  bosoms. 

When  they  spoke  at  length,  they  did 
not  talk  of  love.  By  common  consent, 
they  yielded  to  an  impulse  which  bade 
them  at  once  hurry  over  the  thousand 
details  of  their  lives  which  each  should 
give  to  the  other.  Julia  told  him  of 
Charley  Herbert's  marriage,  of  the  Colo- 
nel's untimely  death ;  of  Charley's  married 
life,  with  its  short  honeymoon,  and  long 
worm-wood  moon — of  their  tour  in  Italy  ; 
and  then  she  hurriedly  aud  reluctantly  told 
of  the  dissensions  which  commenced  when 
the  danseuse  renewed  her  old  intimacies 
with  ci-devant  professional  comrades,  and 
with  dillettante  patrons — of  the  waspish 
petulance  with  which  she  met  the  re- 
proaches dictated  alike  by  wounded  pride 
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and  angry  jealousy— of  the  duel  and  its 
fatal  results,  and  of  the  frenzy  and  remorse 
which  drove  the  thoughtless,  but  not 
really  guilty  Angiolina  into  a  convent 
— of  the  will  by  which  poor  Charley  made 
her  the  heiress  of  his  vast  estates. 

The  O'Connor  told  her  of  his  grief 
during  the  first  days  of  his  exile — of  his 
soldier's  career  with  all  its  quick  transitions 
of  pleasure  and  toil,  the  gay  pomp  of  the 
march,  the  poetry  of  the  lonely  watch,  the 
rousing  revel  by  the  bivouac  fire,  the  full 
life  of  reckless  daring  and  racy  jollity, — he 
sketched  it  all  for  his  listener  with  a  dash- 
ing originality  which  showed  how  tho- 
roughly he  had  enjoyed  alike  fun,  frolic, 
and  perilous  adventure.  He  told  her  how 
her  image  haunted  him  in  the  princely 
walls  of  Vienna  as  on  the  battle-field, — 
how  it  had  mingled  with  the  feverish 
visions  floating  over  the  bed  of  pain  where 
he  had  lain  helpless  from  his  wounds.  He 
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spoke  of  his  gallant  old  uncle  with  the 
proud  enthusiasm  of  manly  friendship ; 
and  lastly,  he  wintered  the  tale  of  Alma's 
blighted  life  and  love  with  the  regretful 
fondness  of  a  brother.  It  may  appear 
strange  that  they  should  thus  occupy  the 
first  hours  of  their  re-union ;  but  love  can- 
not bear  to  be  ignorant.  There  is  an  in- 
satiable curiosity  which  longs  to  learn 
every  thought,  word,  and  deed  of  those  we 
love.  The  years  of  their  separation  formed 
a  blank  void  in  their  lives ;  but  by  thus 
confiding  to  each  other  every  detail  of 
their  existence,  they  drew  those  lost  years 
back  from  their  nothingness,  and  lived 
them  over  again  together. 

While  O'Connor  spoke,  Julia  listened, 
turning  to  him  her  beautiful  face  eloquent 
of  feelings  kindred  with  his  own.  When 
he  spoke  of  war,  a  reflex  flash  of  the  sol- 
dier's chivalrous  enthusiasm  burned  in 
the  dilating  orbs  of  her  dark  eyes.  When 
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he  spoke  of  the  imperial  daughters  of  the 
Cesars,  and  repeated  the  words  of ,_  queenly 
courtesy  which  lent  an  added  value  to  the 
honours  she  had  granted  him,  the  ruby  lip 
of  Julia  Howard  curved  into  its  proudest 
smile.  But  when  he  told  of  Alma's  fate, 
and  of  the  momentary  tie  which  had 
linked  her  to  him,  a  strange  unacknow- 
ledged jealousy  sent  a  spasm  through 
Julia's  heart,  and  she  almost  envied  the 
early  dead.  Then,  as  Allaster  dwelt  with 
frank  and  open  confidence  on  the  last 
hours  of  Alma,  and  spoke  of  the  calm  and 
holy  affection  he  had  borne  for  his  virgin 
bride,  she  felt  an  instinctive  conviction 
that  his  love  for  Alma  had  been  but  a 
brother's  tenderness ;  and  the  ungenerous 
mood  passed  from  her  noble  spirit,  and 
her  tears  fell  fast  for  the  young  girl  whose 
short  spring  day  of  existence  had  been 
measured  by  the  brief  bright  course  of  the 
morning  star. 
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"  Julia !"  he  said,  when  his  tale  was 
told,  "  have  I  not  been  true  to  thee  ? 
Yes ;  I  have  kept  the  vow  I  made  thee 
as  T  gazed  on  the  last  hazy  outline  of  our 
own  land,  when  the  free  breeze  bore  me 
from  our  shores.  I  then  swore  to  be  true 
to  thee  through  time  and  through  absence, 
in  life  and  in  death,  while  thou  wert  pure 
from  the  love  of  another.  I  have  kept 
that  vow.  I  have  triumphed  over  every 
temptation.  I  heard  not  the  syren  song 
of  pleasure — the  maddening  impulses  of 
soul  and  sense,  excited  to  double  vigour 
by  my  very  love,  were  powerless  against 
the  iron  force  of  my  will — powerless  as  the 
surf  of  the  ocean  breaking  in  vain  on  our 
native  cliffs — powerless  as  the  flickering 
rays  of  the  northern  lights  on  the  virgin 
crystal  of  the  eternal  ice  of  the  pole — the 
ice  which  hides  the  fiery  fountain  in  its 
breast,  I  have  looked  death  in  the  face 
with  a  thought  of  thee  in  my  heart ;  and 


JULIA    HOWARD.  207 

when  I  felt  my  life  blood  ebbing  fast 
away,  I  regretted  life  less  for  itself  than 
because  I  should  die  without  possessing 
thee.  The  fiery  drought  of  wounds  which 
parched  my  lip  was  less  torturing  than  the 
consuming  thirst  of  my  soul  for  thee.  Did 
man  ever  show  constancy  to  match  with 
mine  ?" 

"  Man  never  did  so,"  murmured  Julia, 
with  a  burning  blush ;  "  but  woman  has 
done  so." 

"  My  love  is  boundless  as  space — what 
can  equal  such  a  love  ?"  he  said  with  the 
cunning  wile  of  passion  seeking  to  draw 
from  her  lips  the  assurance  he  could  not 
hear  too  often. 

"  Eternity  is  boundless  as  space,"  whis- 
pered Julia,  as  she  bent  her  glowing  face 
over  a  bouquet  of  wild  flowers  in  her  lap, 
until  her  luxuriant  tresses  veiled  her  con- 
fusion. 

"  Such  love  can  mate  with  mine,"  said 
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Allaster ;  "  and  I  thus  claim  the  guerdon 
of  long  years  of  pining  passion." 

Starting  from  the  mossy  stone  on  which 
he  sat,  he  knelt  at  her  feet  and  drew  from 
his  breast  a  small  crucifix. 

"  Julia,  be  mine  !  By  this  cross,  symbol 
of  our  faith, — by  this  relic  doubly  conse- 
crated to  me  by  the  dying  prayers  of  my 
mother  and  my  father,  I  plight  thee  my 
troth.  I  am  thine  for  ever." 

Both  kissed  the  cross  with  solemn  reve- 
rence, while  their  right  hands  were  locked 
in  the  troth-plight  clasp. 

"  My  wife !"  exclaimed  Allaster,  as  still 
kneeling  he  wound  his  arms  round  her 
waist,  and  gazed  into  her  eyes  with  all  the 
unutterable  eloquence  of  speechless  ecsta- 
tic love  in  his  triumphant  glance.  "  Julia, 
in  mercy  call  me  your  husband." 

Julia  blushed,  trembled,  and  then  timidly 
twining  her  arms  round  his  neck,  she  hid 
her  face  in  his  clustering  curls,  and  whis- 
pered, "  My  husband !" 
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"  Let  me  go  home,"  said  Julia.  "  I  am 
alone  in  the  world,  so  that  I  owe  no  ac- 
count of  my  actions  to  any  one.  My 
grandmother  lives  with  me,  but  she  is  a 
child  in  mind.  Come  with  me,  and  let 
me  welcome  you  to  your  own  home." 

This  invitation  cost  Allaster  a  terrible 
struggle  with  himself;  Julia  threw  herself, 
her  youth,  her  loveliness,  with  such  con- 
fiding trust  upon  his  mercy,  that  he  felt 
himself  doubly  bound  to  guard  her  from 
the  world  and  from  himself.  She  was 
enshrined  in  her  loveliness  and  conse- 
crated to  him  by  the  self-forgetting  devo- 
tion of  her  love.  It  were  sacrilege  to  pro- 
fane the  holy  calm  of  her  maiden  medita- 
tion. 

"  No,  Julia,"  he  said  firmly,  "  it  cannot 
be.  Helpless  and  unprotected  as  you  are,  I 
cannot  cross  that  threshold  except  as 
your  husband." 

"  Am  I  helpless,  or  unprotected  now  ?': 
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she  said,  while  she  leant  more  fondly  on 
the  strong  arm  which  encircled  her  waist. 

"  Your  honour  is  mine,  Julia,"  he  re- 
plied, gravely,  for  he  feared  his  own  rebel- 
lious heart.  "  Our  love  shall  never  cost 
you  a  tear  or  a  regret ;  and  therefore  we 
must  not  outrage  the  code  of  the  world's 
opinion.  "  No,  my  own  love  !"  he  added 
with  a  smile,  "  that  prudish  world  shall 
never  cause  you  a  blush.  Those  bright 
blushes  are  my  treasure,  and  I  mean  to 
revel  in  my  rosy  wealth  with  a  miser's 
jealousy  and  a  spendthrift's  prodigality ; 
but  none  shall  share  them  with  me." 

The  playful  threat  was  executed  as  soon 
as  spoken,  and  Julia  was  breathless  and 
crimson  beneath  his  kisses. 

"  Meet  me  to-morrow — early — very 
early,"  he  said,  as  he  tore  himself  away; 
and,  without  daring  to  look  back,  was  lost 
to  her  sight  in  the  lengthening  shadows  of 
the  wood. 
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Julia  was  half  inclined  to  pout,  and  be 
angry  at  his  flight ;  but  a  moment's  reflec- 
tion was  enough  to  show  her  the  construc- 
tion which  the  world  might  put  upon  her 
unguarded  reliance  on  Allaster's  honour, 
and  her  unconscious  trust  in  his  love.  As 
the  thought  darted  through  her  mind,  she 
trembled  at  the  prating  malice  of  envious 
society,  and  blushed  with  shame  at  the 
idea  of  the  censure  she  might  have  in- 
curred. Not  alone  she  appreciated  the 
sacrifice  he  had  made  to  the  maiden  purity 
of  her  reputation;  but  she  exaggerated 
the  merits  of  his  watchfulness  to  justify 
the  eager  gratitude  with  which  she  meant 
to  reward  him. 

Thus -musing,  she  sought  her  home  with 
a  slow  step,  whispering,  as  she  left  their 
trysting  place,  "  My  noble  Allaster  !" 
Never  had  she  been  so  beautiful.  Her 
smile  was  sweeter,  her  cheek  more  richly 
dyed,  her  very  figure  appeared  more  grace- 
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fully  flexible.  The  magic  touch  of  joy, 
the  deep  silent  bliss  of  happy  love,  had  at 
oiice  developed  every  charm,  and  yet  she 
appeared  thoughtful,  and  almost  melan- 
choly. A  mournful  softness  tempered  the 
radiance  of  her  glance.  The  subduing 
power  of  love  had  passed  over  her ;  like 
the  hot  sun-beam,  which  develops  the 
bloom  and  the  odour  of  a  lily,  and  yet 
bends  its  delicate  stem  in  a  relaxing 
languor. 
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CHAPTER   X. 

What  unto  them  was  the  world  beside, 
With  all  its  change  of  time  and  tide  ? 
Its  living  things,  its  earth  and  sky, 
Were  nothing  to  their  mind  or  eye. 

BYRON. 

WHEN  Allaster  entered  the  grounds  of 
Castle  Herbert,  on  the  following  morning, 
Julia  was  already  waiting  for  him. 

"  Laggard  !"  she  said,  with  a  playful  re- 
proach, as  he  sprang  from  his  horse. 
"  Pretty  creature,"  she  added,  as  she 
twined  her  fingers  through  the  black 
tresses  of  the  Sicilian's  mane ;  "  I  shall 
love  you  so !"  And  she  stroked  the  arch- 
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ing  neck  of  the  fiery  mare  with  a  fondness 
she  dared  not  shew  to  Allaster.  The 
mare  received  her  caresses,  at  first  with 
wild  shyness,  and  then,  growing  familiar, 
began  playfully  to  nibble  the  straw  of  her 
hat. 

"  Away,  Sis,  away,  I  am  jealous  of  you  !" 
exclaimed  Allaster,  laughing,  while  he  took 
off  the  bridle  and  saddle,  and  turned  the 
mare  loose  to  graze. 

The  lovers  chose  their  sylvan  home  for 
the  day  where  a  fallen  tree  afforded  a  seat 
beneath  some  old  oaks,  whose  gnarled 
boughs  canopied  them  from  the  sun,  while 
thick  underwood  and  tall  graceful  ferns 
filled  the  spaces  between  the  trunks  of 
the  trees,  leaving  only  narrow  openings 
through  which  they  could  catch  glimpses 
of  the  sunny  glades,  and  blue  hazy  hills, 
beyond  the  surrounding  woodland.  The 
lowing  of  cows,  the  voices  of  the  herd  boys 
driving  them  to  the  milking  place,  and  the 
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gay  songs  carolled  by  the  milk-maids, 
formed  a  sweet  pastoral  concert,  which 
added  a  charm  of  happy  simple  life  to  the 
still  beauty  of  the  morning  and  of  the 
scene. 

"  We  breakfast  together,"  said  Julia. 
She  had  a  little  basket  covered  with  leaves, 
and  she  took  from  it  some  bread  and  fruit, 
which  she  spread  on  the  grass.  "  Oscar, 
mind  them — don't  let  your  master  touch 
them  until  I  return." 

She  bounded  off  along  a  path  winding 
into  the  wood,  leaving  O'Connor  half  sur- 
prised at  her  flight.  In  about  ten  minutes 
she  returned,  bearing  a  small  pitcher  of 
foaming  milk.  O'Connor  thought  she 
looked  like  the  youngest  wood-nymph,  as 
she  stood  beneath  the  arching  boughs. 

"  See,"  she  said,  "  the  dairy- maid  gave 
me  this  pitcher  of  milk.  I  told  her  I 
meant  to  breakfast  here  with  Oscar. 
Come,  you  must  do  honour  to  mv  house- 
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wifery.      Sit  down — not  beside  me — op- 
posite there." 

The  O'Connor  could  scarcely  believe 
that  the  laughing,  blushing  girl  before 
him,  was  the  haughty  Julia  Howard.  For 
the  first  time  in  her  young  life  she  was 
happy  and  free — happy  and  free  as  infancy 
itself;  and  she  abandoned  herself  to  the 
enjoyment  of  her  happiness  with  all  the 
frolic  glee  of  a  very  child.  Allaster  loved 
her  more  than  ever,  for  he  felt  that  hap- 
piness had  exercised  the  same  influence 
upon  his  own  mind.  He  revelled  in  his 
boundless  bliss — he  longed  to  laugh — to 
talk  the  delightful  nonsense  of  love — to 
sing — to  commit  a  thousand  follies — to 
give  full  scope  and  course  to  the  overflow- 
ing tide  of  love  and  life,  which  rushed 
through  his  bounding  veins.  In  some 
most  rarely  gifted  beings,  the  noblest  in- 
tellectual faculties,  and  the  most  powerful 
feelings,  are  blended  with  an  inexhaustible 
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fund  of  youthfulness ;  a  racy  and  health- 
ful spirit  of  enjoyment  which  lends  a 
keener  zest  to  every  pleasure.  The 
strongest  minds  are  most  alive  to  simple 
pleasures.  Men  of  the  highest  genius  and 
the  most  intense  passions,  are  often  boyishly 
fond  of  flowers,  animals,  and  all  kinds  of 
innocent  amusements.  Allaster  was  one 
of  these  men.  In  misfortune  he  had  been 
sternly  stoic,  but  at  the  genial  touch  of 
happiness  the  icy  mail  on  his  bosom  dis- 
solved ;  he  yielded  himself  to  the  wooing 
bliss  of  the  passing  hour  with  buoyant 
joyousness;  and  shared  in  Julia's  heart- 
felt contagious  gaiety  with  a  spirit  as 
thoughtless  and  light  as  her  own.  He 
was  delighted  with  the  change  in  her. 
The  liquid  languor  of  love  in  her  eyes, 
made  the  playfulness  of  her  smile  more 
bewitching,  and  the  subduing  softness  of 
a  woman,  mingling  with  the  mirth  of  a 
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child,  gave  an  irresistible  grace  to  her 
every  feature. 

"  Julia,  we  were  made  for  each  other  !" 
he  said.  "It  is  a  trite  thought  and  an 
hacknied  expression,  but  it  is  true.  The 
want  of  thee  was  as  an  aching  void  in  my 
breast ;  my  being  was  incomplete  without 
thee,  and  I  felt  that  I  existed  with  but  a 
fragmentary  portion  of  my  life." 

"  And  yet  you  had  your  soldier's  career 
to  occupy  you.  I  had  nothing  but  a  re- 
gretful remembrance,  which  only  isolated 
me  from  everything." 

"  And  what  was  the  stimulus  to  every 
exertion — what  the  motive  of  every  action  ? 
The  memory  of  Julia !  The  hope  that 
she  might  hear  my  name  spoken  with 
praise.  I  once  read  in  an  old  book  on 
alchemy,  that  a  sunbeam  buried  deep  in 
the  earth  will  turn  to  gold,  and  thus  the 
thought  of  thee,  buried  deep  in  my  heart, 
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turned  to  ambition,  and  was  coined  into 
some  not  unhonoured  deeds." 

"  I  knew  it,  Allaster.  When  I  heard  of 
your  daring  deeds  I  trembled  at  your 
perils ;  but  I  triumphed  in  the  thought 
that  it  was  for  me  you  rushed  through 
clanger  to  glory." 

"  And  you  loved  me  more  for  it,  Julia?" 

"I  admired  the  soldier  more;  but  I 
could  not  love  Allaster  better." 

"  My  angel  love  !"  he  sighed,  and  gazed 
on  her  with  adoring  admiration. 

There  was  a  long  silence — a  deep, 
hushed  silence,  like  the  stillness  of  the 
summer  noon,  around  them.  They  sur- 
rendered themselves  to  emotions  which 
words  were  too  cold  and  colourless  to 
paint.  The  effervescence  of  their  merri- 
ment subsided  into  a  gentle  melancholy, 
and  the  concentrated  passions  of  long 
years  imperatively  claimed  their  rightful 
sway.  Allaster's  cheek  flushed  ;  the 
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corded  veins  swelled  on  his  forehead,  the 
breath  came  quick  and  short  over  his 
parched  lip,  and  a  fiery  light  shot  from 
his  dark  eyes.  He  was  terribly  beautiful. 
The  savage  energy  of  uncontrollable  love 
animated  him  with  its  electric  life.  Julia 
felt  that  he  was  her  master.  She  feared 
him,  and  loved  him  the  more  for  that 
vague,  delicious  terror.  A  slave  queen, 
she  ruled  him ;  and  yet  the  fond,  humble 
dependance  of  woman's  love  stole  over  her 
proud  and  noble  spirit,  and  she  cowered 
before  him. 

While  he  gazed  on  her  exquisite  love- 
liness, and  revelled  in  the  consciousness  of 
her  love,  a  sudden  thought  darkened  the 
gladness  of  his  soul.  Like  the  sudden 
shade  which  sweeps  across  the  sunshine  of 
the  summer  day,  and  dims  the  brightness 
of  the  landscape,  although  no  visible  cloud 
to  which  we  could  impute  the  change  ap- 
pears on  the  sky,  so  came  the  thought  of 
death  over  Allaster's  soul. 
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"Julia,"  he  whispered,  "I  cannot  live 
thus  with  you.  I  dare  not  meet  you  here 
again  ;  another  day  of  this  infernal  heaven 
— of  this  torture  of  happiness,  would  drive 
me  mad.  You  must  forgive  my  madness. 
I  almost  fear  that  death  itself  may  inter- 
pose to  rob  me  of  my  prize.  Be  mine  to- 
morrow— mine  by  every  holiest  tie  !  Will 
you  consent  ?  I  cannot  trust  my  all  to  the 
uncertainty  of  life.  I  must  snatch  it  from 
the  power  of  death." 

"  I  am  your's,"  replied  Julia,  with  the 
beautiful  confidence  of  her  own  undoubt- 
ing  purity.  Whatever  Allaster  asked  was 
right  for  her  to  do. 

"  Ride  to  the  Recess  to-morrow.  Leave 
your  horses  and  groom  on  the  road  while 
you  pay  a  visit  to  Mary  Connor.  I  will 
meet  you  there  with  the  priest,  and  Brian 
and  Mary  can  witness  our  marriage.  Will 
you  do  this,  Julia  ?" 

"  I  am  your's ;  do  with  me  as  you  will," 
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said  Julia.  She  was  above  the  littleness 
of  coquetry,  and  she  dreaded  the  continu- 
ance of  their  clandestine  meetings.  She 
wished  to  avow  her  proud  devotion  to  Al- 
laster  in  the  open  face  of  day,  and  before 
the  world,  and  she  yielded  without  robbing 
her  consent  of  half  its  value  by  affected 
hesitation. 

"  You  will  meet  me  at  twelve  to-mor- 
row," he  said. 

"  I  will  meet  you,"  she  replied,  with  a 
low  but  unfaltering  voice. 

"  How  superior  to  all  other  women  you 
are  !"  exclaimed  O'Connor.  "  Most  wo- 
men rob  every  concession  of  half  its  grace 
by  affected  hesitation,  and  the  little  false 
refusals  of  a  calculating  prudery.  You 
have  courage  to  be  true." 

"  Courage  or  effrontery,  which  ?"  she 
said,  blushing  and  smiling. 

"  Courage  and  love  !"  said  Allaster,  as 
he  accompanied  her  on  her  homeward 
way. 
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"  How  beautiful !"  exclaimed  O'Connor, 
as  they  paused  on  the  brow  of  a  hill,  and 
saw  the  wide  woodlands,  and  undulating 
pastures,  and  the  white  walls  of  Castle 
Herbert,  all  bathed  in  the  sleepy  sunshine. 

"  And  all  is  your's,  now,"  said  Julia,  ra- 
diant with  delight  at  the  thought  of  the 
princely  dower  she  brought  her  lover. 

"  Perhaps  not,"  said  O'Connor.  "  You 
forget  the  penal  laws,  which  forbid  the 
marriage  of  a  Protestant  with  a  Papist. 
In  wedding  your  soldier  laddie,  you  may 
have  to  resign  all  those  broad  lands,  and 
abdicate  your  mountain  throne.  Will  you 
make  the  sacrifice  ?" 

"  It  is  no  sacrifice.  What  were  wealth 
without  life  ?"  she  said.  "  Allaster,  be- 
tween us  there  can  be  no  sacrifices.  Our 
lives  and  fortunes  are  but  one." 

"  My  own  love,  I  knew  that  such  would 
be  your  answer.  If  you  lose  Castle  Her- 
bert, we  have  still  a  home  by  the  mighty 


224  JULIA    HOWARD. 

Danube,  and  a  glad  welcome  will  greet 
my  peerless  bride,  when  I  lend  her  love- 
liness to  grace  the  court  of  my  sovereign. 
But  you  shall  not  be  despoiled  of  your  in- 
heritance without  some  efforts  to  save  it. 
The  laws  may  not  affect  me,  as  the  subject 
of  an  allied  power ;  and,  besides,  many  es- 
tates have  been  saved  from  the  confisca- 
tion of  apostate  avarice,  by  being  vested 
in  trust  for  the  rightful  owners.  To-mor- 
row makes  you  mine.  I  will  then  go  to 
Dublin.  Lord  Deepdene  is  there  at  pre- 
sent ;  he  will  give  me  his  advice  and  as- 
sistance, and,  if  it  be  necessary,  he  will,  I 
am  sure,  accept  the  trust  for  us." 

"  Besides,"  said  Julia,  "  the  laws  can 
scarcely  affect  us.  I  have  no  near  rela- 
tions who  could  claim  the  forfeit,  even  if 
it  could  be  enforced.  The  only  question 
which  can  arise  is  one  on  the  legality  of 
our  marriage.  You  know  that  a  priest 
cannot  marry  us." 


JULIA    HOWARD.  2*25 

"  That  marriage  will  end  my  fears  ;  it 
will  unite  us  before  Heaven ;  and  on  my 
return  we  will  be  married  in  the  church. 
I  will  make  Deepdene  come  down  with 
me  to  give  you  away." 

"  I  shall  be  miserable  until  we  are  pub- 
licly married,"  said  Julia.  "  I  know  not 
why,  but  a  nameless  terror  has  crept  into 
my  heart.  1  dread  this  hurried  and  secret 
marriage." 

"  This  is  childishness,  my  beautiful  love," 
said  Allaster  soothingly.  "  The  conceal- 
ment will  be  but  for  a  few  days.  Think 
you  that  I  shall  not  be  impatient  to  claim 
my  treasure  before  the  world  ?  To-mor- 
row we  shall  be  married,  and  then  I  start 
for  Dublin.  A  few  days  will  bring  me 
back  to  you,  and  we  part  no  more." 

Julia  tried  to  smile,  but  the  smile  was 
unutterably  sweet  and  sad.  Alone  and 
unsupported,  she  was  about  to  take  the 
only  important  step  in  a  woman's  life. 
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She  was  to  kneel  at  the  altar  without  ap- 
proving friends  to  cheer  her  —  without 
parents  to  bless  her  choice.  Love  alone 
was  her  guide,  and  her  lover  was  her  only 
guardian.  They  reached  the  verge  of  the 
wood,  and  there  they  parted. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

I  calmed  her  fears,  and  she  was  calm — 
And  told  her  love  with  virgin  pride  ; 
And  thus  I  won  my  Genevieve — 
My  own — my  beauteous  bride. 

COLERIDGE. 

THE  priest  who  had  succeeded  Mr. 
Grattan  was  an  old  and  timid  man.  He 
knew  that  in  celebrating  the  clandestine 
marriage  of  the  O'Connor,  he  was  commit- 
ting a  grave  crime  in  the  eyes  of  the  law  ; 
but  though  he  at  first  demurred,  he  soon 
yielded  to  Allaster's  arguments.  Colonel 
Herbert  had  exerted  his  paramount  influ- 
ence, in  that  part  of  the  country,  for  the 
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protection  of  the  Roman  Catholics.  Dur- 
ing his  life  the  laws  were  a  dead  letter  in 
his  vast  territories,  where  the  king's  writ 
was  of  immeasurably  less  value  than  his 
word.  He  built  the  chapels,  supported  the 
schools,  and  paid  the  priests.  Julia  had 
carried  out  his  plans.  Her  bounty  was 
never  refused  to  the  poor  priest  of  a  per- 
secuted creed.  The  quiet  heroism  with 
which  the  pastors  defied  every  penalty  in 
the  discharge  of  their  duties  to  their  flocks, 
did  not  appeal  in  vain  for  sympathy  to  her 
high  and  noble  spirit.  The  bigotry  which 
tried  to  sap  the  creed  it  abhorred,  by  let- 
ting loose  all  the  worst  passions  and  basest 
propensities  of  human  nature,  was  revolt- 
ing to  her.  The  faith  which  Allaster  held, 
in  defiance  of  every  wrong,  was  sacred  to 
her. 

The  O'Connor  urged  all  these  argu- 
ments on  the  aged  priest,  and  represented 
to  him  that  Julia  had  no  relations  who 
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could  pretend  to  control  her  actions  or 
punish  his  complicity.  At  length  he  pre- 
vailed, and  Father  Peter  accompanied  him 
to  the  Recess. 

Julia  kept  her  promise.  Brian  met  her 
on  the  road,  and  led  her  to  his  cottage. 
She  was  firm,  but  deadly  pale,  except  for 
two  bright,  feverish  spots  on  her  cheeks. 
They  knelt  before  the  priest.  Brian  stood 
beside  Julia,  with  a  glow  of  honest  pride 
on  his  weather-beaten  face,  and  gave  her 
to  his  foster-son  ;  and  Grace,  the  dark 
girl,  with  a  vague,  wistful  joy  in  her  clear 
though  sightless  eyes,  and  a  timid,  trem- 
bling hand,  threw  the  bridal  veil  over  the 
marble  brow  of  the  pale  bride.  The  short 
rite  was  done,  and  Allaster  clasped  his 
wife  to  his  breast. 

"  I  wish  you  both  joy !"  said  Brian, 
wringing  their  hands  in  his,  while  Mary 
cried  and  laughed  with  joy.  "  But,  in- 
deed, I  need  not  wish  it  to  ye,  for  ye  are 
both  in  the  height  of  good  luck." 


230  JULIA    HOWARD. 

"  Avich  macliree  !"  exclaimed  Mary  ; 
"  there  is  not  the  pearl  of  ye  both  under 
the  canopy  for  goodness  and  beauty." 

"  Where  are  your  fears  now  ?"  whispered 
Allaster  to  his  bride. 

"  Gone,  and  forgotten  !"  she  murmured. 

"  I  start  to-morrow  for  Dublin  ;  and, 
until  our  marriage  can  be  publicly  an- 
nounced, I  cannot  be  seen  with  you ;  so 
you  must  go  home  alone." 

He  pressed  her  hand  to  his  burning  lip, 
and,  sinking  his  voice  to  the  lowest  sigh  of 
love,  he  whispered,  "  Meet  me  at  midnight 
on  the  ivied  bridge." 

"  Brian  !  Brian  !  come  with  me,"  cried 
Julia,  blushing,  as  she  withdrew  her  hand 
from  O'Connor's  clasp.  Brian  led  her  to 
the  road,  and  O'Connor  stood  and  gazed 
until  the  bounding  canter  of  her  Arab  pal- 
frey had  borne  her  from  his  sight. 

During  the  day  Julia  watched  over  her 
helpless  grandmother  with  redoubled  ten- 
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derness.  Her  kindness  to  her  servants 
and  tenants,  always  unfailing,  was  more 
considerate  and  affectionate;  her  bounte- 
ous charity  was  boundless.  No  sorrow 
should  exist  around  her  on  that  day.  Her 
prayers  were  more  fervent ;  her  devotion 
was  excited  by  her  deep  gratitude  to  Hea- 
ven. She  felt  that  she  was  possessed  of 
all  mortal  happiness ;  and  as  she  thought 
on  the  doom  which  pronounced  that  man 
is  born  to  sorrow,  she  trembled  on  the 
threshold  of  her  paradise,  and  mutely 
asked  Heaven  and  earth  to  pardon  her 
plenitude  of  bliss. 

Night  came.  One  by  one  the  lights 
were  quenched  in  Castle  Herbert.  The 
household  slept,  and  Julia  only  waked  to 
life  and  love.  The  shrill  neigh  of  a  horse 
rose  from  the  bed  of  the  river.  She  started 
— stole  forth  with  a  noiseless  tread,  and  a 
heart  that  fain  would  still  its  beating.  She 
listened — all  was  silent.  She  stood  beneath 
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her  own  ivied  walls.  She  ran,  wild  with 
timid  shame,  to  the  old  bridge  spanning 
the  river,  and  took  refuge  from  all  her 
fears  in  the  arms  of  her  husband. 

They  wandered  on  through  the  moon- 
lit glades,  alone  together  with  their  rich 
dower  of  youth  and  beauty— alone,  with 
their  holy,  consecrated  love.  An  ineffable 
voluptuousness  mingled  with  the  stillness 
of  the  sleeping  world.  The  stars  shone 
lustrously  in  the  azure  ether.  The  fields, 
sheeted  with  thick  dews,  glistened  in 
hoary  brightness.  The  silvery  voices  of 
far-distant  waterfalls,  unheard  by  day, 
came  to  the  ear  in  fairy  and  dreamlike 
melody.  The  yelping  bark  of  the  fox  on 
the  hill,  playing  beneath  the  harvest  moon, 
and  the  whirring  call  of  the  snipe  among 
the  sedges,  were  in  harmony  with  the 
scene.  The  resinous,  sappy  odour  of  the 
pines,  the  luscious  sweetness  of  the  hay, 
and  the  honey  fragrance  of  the  heath- 


JULIA    HOWARD. 

flower,  loaded  the  sighing  breath  of  the 
night   with   enervating    perfumes.       And 
they  who  endured  all  the  seductive  sor- 
cery of  such  an  hour,  and  all  the  thrilling 
spells  haunting  such  a  night,  were  at  the 
moment  doubly  sensitive  to  the  influences 
of  external  nature.      There  are   instants 
when  the  faculties  of  the  soul  are  con- 
founded with  the   senses — when  thought 
sinks  into  feeling,  and  sensation  rises  into 
thought.     Thus~  it  was  with  Julia  and  her 
lover.  •    The  world  was  but  the  shrine  of 
their  love ;  the  veiled  light  revealed  each  to 
the  other,  and  cast  a  pure  halo  over  their 
beauty.     The  warm  air  was  instinct  with 
passionate   life,   and    penetrated    through 
their  every  pore  with  a  subtle,   delicious 
essence.     It  seized  on  their  souls,  fainting 
with  the  excess  of  their  joy ;  it  beat  in 
their  full  yet  languid  pulses.     They  found 
no  words  to  speak   their  ecstacy.      The 
dream  of  years  was  realized — the  guerdon 
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of  their  unfaltering  constancy  was  given 
them.  That  hour  of  earthly  joy  was 
bright,  pure,  and  intense  as  the  bliss  of 
heaven,  for  the  holy  vow  had  been  spoken, 
and  the  blessing  had  been  pronounced,  and 
thenceforward  nought  but  death  could  part 
them,  and  death  itself  but  for  a  time. 

The  first  faint  gleam  of  the  hastening 
dawn  warned  Allaster  away.  He  whistled, 
and  his  Sicilian,  who  had  followed  them 
like  a  dog  in  their  wanderings,  came  to 
his  side. 

"  My  love,  my  life,  farewell !" 
"  My  Allaster !"  and  Julia  burst  into 
tears.  He  tore  himself  away,  and  sprang 
on  his  Sicilian ;  she  bore  him  away  with  a 
bounding  spring.  He  looked  back,  wheeled 
round,  returned,  and  leaning  from  the  sad- 
dle, kissed  the  tears  from  Julia's  eyelids. 
He  was  gone.  Julia  watched  him  until 
the  wood  hid  him  from  her  sight,  and  then 
swiftly  retracing  her  steps,  regained  her 
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home,  and  entered  unperceived  save  by 
Oscar,  whose  deep  glad  bark  she  hushed 
lest  he  should  wake  the  household.  After 
a  long  fervent  prayer  for  her  husband,  she 
threw  herself  into  her  bed,  and  over- 
powered by  fatigue,  slept  and  dreamed  of 
him,  blushing  even  in  sleep. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

I  looked  for  the  lamp  which  she  told  me 
Should  shine  when  her  pilgrim  returned, 
But  though  darkness  began  to  infold  me, 
No  lamp  from  the  battlements  burned. 

MOORE. 

O'CONNOR  found  Lord  Deepdene  in 
Dublin,  and  by  his  aid  soon  effected  the 
measures  dictated  by  his  counsels.  Every 
step  was  taken  to  legalize  the  marriage, 
and  every  precaution  adopted  to  secure  the 
Castle  Herbert  property  from  even  the 
most  remote  danger  of  being  drawn  into 
the  vortex  of  the  rapacious  penal  enact- 
ments. Julia  had  written  to  her  solicitor. 
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directing  him  to  prepare  any  papers  re- 
quired by  Lord  Deepdene,  so  that  within 
a  very  few  days  the  settlements  and  trust 
deeds  were  engrossed,  and  O'Connor  pre- 
pared to  return  to  his  bride. 

Lord  Deepdene  was  to  follow  in  a  few 
days. 

As  there  could  be  no  further  difficulty 
about  their  public  marriage,  O'Connor 
wrote  to  Julia  that  he  would  go  at  once 
to  Castle  Herbert,  fixed  the  day  and  hour 
of  his  arrival,  and  told  her  to  meet  him 
on  the  Ivy  Bridge,  that  no  strange  eyes 
might  watch  their  meeting  and  constrain 
them  to  repress  the  rapture  of  their  re- 
union. 

The  day  came  at  length.  Allaster,  when 
going  to  Dublin  had  left  his  Sicilian  mare 
at  an  inn,  some  twenty  miles  from  Castle 
Herbert.  Arriving  at  the  little  hostelry, 
he  left  Fritz  and  his  baggage  to  follow  in 
his  post-chaise,  and  mounting  the  mare 
continued  his  journey  alone. 
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As  he  approached  the  mountain  terri- 
tory of  his  ancestors,  now  once  more  his 
own,  he  gazed  with  a  monarch's  pride  on 
the   rugged   majesty   of  nature.      Lakes 
gemmed  with  wooded  islands,  wide  plains 
clothed    with    the     rich    russet    of    the 
heather — scattered  villages  clinging  to  the 
mountain  sides— cultivated  vallies  gleam- 
ing with  the  golden  glow  of  their  corn- 
fields.    On  his  right  hand  the  imminent 
heights  of  the  mountain  chain  ;  on  his  left 
a  distant  view  of  the  boundless  Atlantic. 
Such  was  the  panorama  unrolled  before 
him,   as   the    long-stretching  trot   of  his 
gallant  bay  left  mile  after  mile  rapidly  be- 
hind him.     And  all,   from  the  crest  of  the 
towering   mountain    to  the  verge    of  the 
heaving  ocean,  all  was  his,  over  all  his  will 
was  law,  and  his  slightest  sign  was  as  the 
fiat  of  a  king. 

Brian  Connor  had  been  commanded  by 
Julia  to  announce  O'Connor's  return  and 
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their  intended  marriage.  The  intelligence 
spread  like  wildfire,  and  was  hailed  with 
delight  by  the  peasantry.  From  every 
village  they  poured  forth  to  meet  him,  and 
hailed  him  with  the  wild  exuberance  of 
joy  which  might  be  anticipated  from  their 
deep-rooted  feudal  attachment  to  his  house. 
It  was  not  alone  the  gratified  pride  of 
clanship,  it  was  exultation  for  the  triumph 
of  country,  caste,  blood,  and  religion.  The 
hurrahs  of  the  sturdy  peasantry,  the  bless- 
ings of  the  women,  and  the  prayers  of  old 
white-headed  men  who  had  lived  under 
his  fathers,  greeted  him  as  he  rode  along. 
The  frank,  free,  cordial  pleasure  with 
which  he  met  their  attachment,  excited 
their  loyalty  to  the  uttermost  enthusiastic 
pitch,  and  one  common  thought  animated 
the  whole  people,  and  one  sole  wish  rose 
from  twenty  thousand  honest  hearts,  and 
that  thought  and  wish  were  expressed  in 
the  shout  which  woke  the  thunder  echoes 
of  every  glen  as  he  passed. 
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"  Long  may  he  live  to  reign  over  us  !" 
was  the  shout,  and  wide  was  the  echo, 
Many  men  experience  a  pang  of  wounded 
pride  in  owing  everything  to  their  wives. 
The  world's  opinion  is  their  standard  of 
honour.  The  O'Connor  was  not  one  of 
these.  His  own  unerring  and  noble  in- 
stincts, not  the  world's  reasoning,  were  his 
guides.  He  never  suspected  the  existence 
of  evil  surmisings  where  his  character  Avas 
concerned.  His  honour  possessed  all  the 
adorable  candid  ignorance  of  a  maiden's 
innocence.  The  base  alloy  of  sordid  feel- 
ing never  mingled  with  his  love  for  Julia. 
He  knew  that  a  world's  wealth  could  not 
buy  his  allegiance  away  from  her;  and  he 
felt  that  princely  riches,  had  they  been  his 
to  offer,  could  not  give  a  richer  value  to 
his  love  in  her  estimation.  Thus,  too,  he 
felt  no  humiliation  in  receiving  her  fortune 
with  herself.  He  rode  on,  proudly  happy, 
and  gazed  on  the  wide  domains  which  she 
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conferred  on  him,  as  if  they  had  never 
passed  away  from  the  possession  of  his 
ancestors. 

When  he  reached  the  Recess,  the  sun 
was  setting  in  gorgeous  glory ;  it  rested 
for  a  moment,  like  a  globe  of  living  fire 
on  the  verge  of  the  horizon,  and  then 
slowly  sank.  Evening  closed  over  the  dim 
earth,  and  the  sister  peaks  of  the  Beola 
stood  out  darkly  defined  against  the  sky 

Impatient  as  he  was  to  see  Julia,  he 
would  not  pass  by  his  foster-mother's  door 
without  seeing  her.  He  dismounted  and 
knocked  ;  no  voice  replied  ;  an  unusual 
inhospitable  silence  reigned  in  the  cabin. 
He  opened  the  door  and  entered.  The 
fire  was  burned  low  on  the  earth  in  white 
ashes ;  the  kitchen  was  empty  of  its 
tenants,  fie  passed  on  to  the  garden  be- 
hind the  house,  and  there  he  saw  the 
dark  girl,  Grace  Connor,  sitting,  drooping 
and  sorrowful,  on  her  favourite  stone.  As 
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his  footfall  struck  on  her  ear,  she  started, 
raised  her  head,  and  listened  with  a  timid 
expression  of  her  innocent  face. 

"  'Tis  I — Allaster.  Do  not  look  so 
frightened,  Graceen,"  he  said. 

"The  O'Connor!''  cried  Grace.  She 
caught  his  hand,  and  passed  her  fingers 
along  its  palm  to  assure  herself  of  his  iden- 
tity by  the  mysterious  sense  of  touch  pecu- 
liar to  the  blind. 

"  Where  is  Brian  ?  Where  is  the  vani- 
thee  ?"  he  asked. 

"  I  do  not  know  ;  some  terrible  thing  is 
happening  ;  they  left  me  here,  and  did  not 
kiss  me  nor  bless  me  when  they  went." 

"Where  are  they  gone  to?"  muttered 
Allaster.  A  nameless  dread  passed  through 
his  heart.  Every  thing  in  creation,  to 
him,  seemed  to  have  some  reference  to 
Julia.  At  that  moment  Mary  Connor 
rushed  out  of  the  cottage.  She  had  seen 
the  mare  at  the  door,  and  knew  that  the 
O'Connor  must  be  there. 
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"  Pulse  of  my  heart !"  she  exclaimed, 
"  'tis  the  prayers  of  the  poor  brings  you 
home  to-day.  Edward  O'Connor,  the 
villain  of  the  world,  intends  to  take  off 
your  wife  this  night.  May  the  sun  never 
shine  on  his  grave  P 

O'Connor  stood  as  if  frozen  to  stone 
Mary  went  on,  "  We  got  word  of  it,  and 
Brian  and  all  the  tenants  are  off  to  the 
Castle  to  rescue  her.  There  is  no  time  to 
be  lost,  for  Edward  has  a  suspended  par- 
son up  at  the  Glen  ready  to  marry  him  to 
her  the  moment  they  bring  her  in." 

O'Connor  darted  out  of  the  house.  The 
next  moment  he  was  mounted  and  away, 
at  furious  speed,  towards  Castle  Herbert. 

"  On,  Sis,  on !"  he  exclaimed.  The  mare 
answered  his  call  on  her  powers.  She 
strained  every  sinew  to  her  bounding 
gallop,  and  yet  he  thought  her  pace  was 
slow  As  he  advanced  he  heard  the  tramp 
and  the  murmur  of  a  crowd.  He  soon 

M  2 


244  JULIA    HOWARD. 

overtook  Brian  and  a  body  of  the  tenantry, 
who  were  speeding  towards  Castle  Herbert 
to  rescue  or  avenge  their  mistress.  He 
scarcely  checked  the  stride  of  his  charger 
as  he  passed  by  them. 

"  I  know  all — make  haste  !"  he  ex- 
claimed. 

"  Long  life  and  success  to  your  honour," 
was  the  answering  shout,  but  it  only  fol- 
lowed him  afar.  On,  on,  he  dashed  through 
the  very  woods  where  he  had  wandered 
with  Julia  on  their  parting  night.  As  he 
passed  through  the  still  shadows  of  the 
woods,  and  along  the  startlit  glades,  his 
heart  throbbed  high  with  the  haunting 
.memory  of  love ; — it  was  but  for  a  moment 
— a  horrid  ghastly  dread  froze  the  burning 
current  in  his  veins.  Doubt  was  agony. 
The  spur  was  at  his  charger's  flank ;  on 
tore  the  mare  with  her  head  outstretched, 
and  her  broad  breast  dilated  with  hot 
labouring  breath ;  but  still  on,  sustained 
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by  her  high  courage.  He  reached  the  verge 
of  the  last  broad  lawn.  Castle  Herbert 
rose  before  him,  crowning  the  wooded 
height.  All  was  calm  and  undisturbed. 
The  lights  flashed  brightly  from  every 
window.  He  drew  a  deep  sigh  of  relief, 
and  rode  on  with  a  lighter  heart. 

He  reached  the  bridge:  she  was  not 
there.  The  starlight  showering  through 
the  sycamore  boughs  showed  him  some 
white  object  lying  on  the  ground.  He 
threw  himself  from  his  horse — caught  it 
up, — it  was  a  white  silk  mantle;  and  torn 
and  trampled  as  it  was,  he  recognised  it 
as  that  which  Julia  had  worn  on  the  night 
of  their  parting  A  broken  chain,  which 
however  still  supported  a  locket,  was  tan- 
gled round  the  clasp  of  the  mantle.  The 
locket  contained  a  curl  of  Allaster's  hair, 
which  Julia  had  cut  from  his  head  on  their 
wedding  day. 

Holding  the  mantle  pressed  convulsively 
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to  his  breast,  he  examined  the  sand  of  the 
road,  the  ivy  of  the  bridge,  the  branches 
of  the  trees ;  with  a  gaze  of  intense  in- 
quiry he  interrogated  them.  The  sand 
bore  the  marks  of  many  footsteps,  and  of 
a  faint  struggle ;  a  wreath  of  the  ivy,  torn 
from  the  battlement,  trailed  on  the  road. 
He  followed  the  tract ;  it  led  him  to  the 
walk  where  Julia  and  he  had  spent  the  first 
hours  of  their  meeting  on  the  day  of  his 
return.  The  thick  branches  of  the  trees 
meeting  over  the  path  had  every  trace  of 
violence.  As  he  turned  from  the  place, 
something  soft  yielded  under  the  pressure 
of  his  foot — it  was  a  white  glove. 

O'Connor  bounded  up  the  hill,  and 
rushed  into  the  house.  In  a  moment  all 
was  confusion- — wild  clamour,  distraction, 
wonder,  fear,  consternation  —  women 
shrieking  shrilly — men  cursing  loud  and 
deep.  O'Connor's  authority  being  recog- 
nised at  once,  his  orders  were  implicitly 
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obeyed.  It  was  considered  by  all  that 
Edward's  emissaries  had  come  and  gone 
by  boat.  O'Connor  took  his  measures  ac- 
cordingly. Some  of  the  men  rushed  to 
the  stable  to  saddle  horses,  send  off  ex- 
presses, and  despatch  some  mounted  men 
to  interrupt  the  retreating  party  at  the 
head  of  the  first  lake.  The  other  men 
belonging  to  the  house,  and  Brian's  party 
who  had  arrived,  followed  O'Connor  to  the 
lake.  A  large  pleasure  barge  lay  moored 
off  a  rude  quay.  She  was  soon  crowded 
with  eager  and  well-armed  men.  A  low 
white  wherry  floated  under  a  shed — she 
was  the  Uala  so  well  remembered  by 
O'Connor.  He  took  her  in  tow,  although 
Brian  complained  that  she  would  check 
the  speed  of  the  barge. 

'•  Give  way,  boys ! "  cried  O'Connor  as 
he  took  the  helm.  He  knew  the  lake  so 
well  that  he  could  steer  even  by  the  un- 
certain light  of  the  rising  moon.  On  flew 
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the  boat,  urged  by  her  sturdy  oarsmen. 
Though  the  lake  was  glassy-still,  the  wave 
curled  and  rippled  loud  under  her  bows, 
and  the  water  plashed  in  molten  silver 
from  her  oars.  A  great  part  of  the  lake's 
length  was  traversed,  when  a  sudden  shock 
shook  the  barge  through  every  plank ;  she 
struck,  recoiled,  struck  again. 

"  Back  water ! "  shouted  O'Connor,  but 
too  late.  She  had  grounded — the  lake 
was  shrunken  by  the  summer's  drought, 
and  a  shoal  extended  from  one  to  the 
other  shore.  When  O'Connor  took  the 
wherry  in  tow  it  was  in  anticipation  of 
some  such  check. 

"  Follow  me  to  the  glen  ! "  he  said,  as 
he  hauled  the  Uala  along  side  and  sprang 
into  her.  Ere  his  brief  command  was 
spoken,  she  was  darting  like  a  sea-bird 
over  the  water.  As  he  neared  the  head 
of  the  lake,  a  white  speck,  floating  on  the 
water,  caught  his  eye.  He  edged  his  boat 
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towards  it  and  picked  it  up.  It  was 
another  white  glove. 

"It  is  not  long  since  she  passed ! "  he 
said  aloud.  "  It  has  not  had  time  to  sink." 
He  thrust  the  glove  into  his  bosom,  and 
the  touch  of  Julia's  hand  seemed  to  thrill 
with  a  strange  sensation  of  pleasure, 
through  his  frame. 

Reaching  the  shore,  he  sprang  to  land. 
As  the  barge  was  too  heavy  a  craft  to 
reach  the  landing-place,  he  laid  the  sculls 
along  the  thwarts  of  the  wherry  and  shoved 
her  off  adrift,  well  knowing  that  the  cur- 
rent from  the  upper  lake  would  sweep  her 
down  upon  the  course  of  the  barge,  when 
his  followers  would  not  fail  to  take  ad- 
vantage of  her  to  expedite  their  landing 
without  wetting  their  fire-arms. 

At  that  period  no  man  travelled  un- 
armed. Allaster  had  forgotten  to  take 
his  pistols  from  the  holsters,  but  he  had 
his  sabre,  which,  from  old  hussar  habit, 
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he  carried  in  preference  to  the  common 
rapier.  Unbuckling  the  sabre  lest  it 
should  impede  his  speed,  he  started  off 
along  the  mountain  side,  at  a  pace  which 
few  even  of  the  fleetest  of  the  moun- 
taineers could  long  maintain. 

He  was  not  very  much  astonished  at  the 
outrage  meditated  by  Edward  O'Connor. 
At  that  time  abduction  was  an  every-day 
occurrence.  It  was  considered  a  proper 
homage  for  a  beauty,  a  justifiable  strata- 
gem with  an  heiress,  an  allowable  means 
of  softening  an  obdurate  girl,  or  circum- 
venting a  favoured  rival,— a  due  punish- 
ment for  the  cruelty  of  opposing  parents. 
The  law  certainly  pronounced  abduction 
to  be  an  unmanly  and  infamous  outrage 
against  a  helpless  woman,  but  public 
opinion  cast  a  shield  over  the  man  who 
loved  woman  or  gold,  not  wisely  but  too 
well ;  and  the  woman  who  would  prosecute 
to  the  death  the  man  who  had  bereft  her 
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of  every  hope,  would  have  been  abhorred 
for  her  vindictiveness,  rather  than  pitied 
for  her  wrongs. 

Allaster  O'Connor  deemed  that  his  re- 
negade brother  was  actuated  but  by  the 
sordid  avarice  which  had  lured  him  on  to 
the  infamy  of  apostacy.  Had  he  known 
the  truth,  that  Julia  was  in  the  power  of 
a  man  who  had  loved  her  passionately,  and 
whose  love  was  turned  to  hatred  by  her 
scorn,  he  would  have  been  far  more 
wretched  than  he  was,  as  he  sped  with 
untiring  strength  along  the  mountain- 
path. 

He  reached  the  brow  of  the  last  hill. 
The  wood  and  the  cottage  of  Glen  Clara 
lay  before  him  half- veiled  in  the  filmy  haze 
exhaled  from  the  warm  earth.  All  was 
still  and  mute — no  sign  of  violence, 
scarcely  even  a  trace  of  human  life  broke 
the  solitude  of  the  glen — nothing  but  the 
sleeping  cottage.  He  pressed  on. 
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Suddenly  a  wild  light  glared  from  the 
windows  of  the  cottage, — a  woman's  shriek 
smote  his  ear, — then  the  long  drawn  wol- 
fish howl  of  a  dog, — and  then  another 
shriek.  The  bound  of  a  lion  turning  to 
bay,  is  not  more  fast  and  fierce  than  the 
rush  of  Allaster  O'Connor  as  he  broke 
through  the  wood,  dashed  in  the  window 
and  sprang  into  the  cottage. 

The  window  curtains  were  blazing 
fiercely ;  the  flames  were  darting  along 
the  wood-work,  and  the  devouring  element 
was  clinging  to  the  beams  of  the  ceiling. 
In  the  corner  of  the  room  stood  Julia, 
holding  the  candle  with  which  in  despair 
she  had  set  fire  to  the  curtains,  and  cling- 
ing to  the  table  which  she  had  drawn  as  a 
barrier  before  her.  Near  her  was  the  de- 
graded clergyman  whom  Edward  had 
induced  to  abet  his  outrage ;  he  was  ready 
to  perform  the  infamous  mockery  of  mar- 
riage, so  soon  as  Edward  by  threats  or 
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violence  could  repress  the  struggles  of  his 
victim,  or  conquer  her  loathing  resistance. 
His  respect  for  his  personal  safety,  even  a 
wholesome  dread  of  the  law,  withheld  him 
from  taking  any  active  part  in  the  scene 
on  which  he  looked  with  an  affectation  of 
stolid  indifference. 

In  the  middle  of  the  room  stood  Edward 
O'Connor,  staunching  the  blood  which 
flowed  freely  from  his  lacerated  throat ; 
while  Julia's  dog  Oscar,  from  whose  fangs 
he  had  just  extricated  himself,  lay  writhing 
in  the  death  agony  on  the  ground. 

Allaster  saw  all  this  in  one  glance.  The 
clergyman  disappeared  in  a  moment. 

"  Allaster,  my  husband  !"  exclaimed 
Julia,  "  oh,  I  am  saved  !" 

'*  Defend  yourself ! "  cried  O'Connor, 
drawing  his  sabre,  and  throwing  away  the 
sheath.  Edward  sprang  back,  snatched  a 
pistol  from  the  arm-rack  on  the  wall  and 
fired.  O'Connor's  arm  fell  powerless  by 
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his  side :  he  staggered  back  and  pressed 
his  left  hand  on  his  side.  Julia  threw 
herself  between  them,  ready  to  support 
Allaster,  or  to  shield  his  breast  with  her 
own. 

"  Off,  J  ulia !  I  am  only  wounded !"  said 
Allaster.  Edward  seized  another  pistol,  but 
ere  he  could  fire  it,  Brian  leaped  through 
the  canopy  of  fire,  encircling  the  window, 
and  the  stock  of  his  gun  descended  with 
crushing  weight  on  Edward's  head.  The 
renegade  sank  beneath  the  blow. 

"  Die  !"  shouted  Brian,  "  Una's  wrong's 
are  paid  for  now!" 

Julia  stood  in  stupid  horror,  gazing  with 
dilating  eyes  on  the  scene.  Allaster,  faint 
from  fatigue  and  loss  of  blood,  leaned  on 
her  shoulder,  and  he  too  felt  his  dimmed 
eyes,  fixed  by  a  painful  fascination  on  the 
face  of  his  brother.  The  fire  had  gained 
the  floor,  arid  the  flames  were  running  and 
hissing  along  with  serpent  speed.  Oscar 
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had  writhed  himself  to  Julia's  feet,  and 
alarmed  even  in  his  agony  by  the  ap- 
proaching fire,  uttered  a  low  plaintive 
howl. 

"  Away,  Allaster,  away !"  cried  Julia, 
roused  from  her  momentary  trance  of 
terror  by  the  necessity  of  exerting  herself 
for  Allaster.  But  he  heard  her  not — he 
had  fainted  from  the  loss  of  blood.  Brian 
caught  him  in  his  arms,  and  bore  him 
through  the  flames  to  the  shore  of  the 
lake.  Julia  would  have  followed,  but 
another  appealing  cry  of  her  dog  recalled 
her.  She  raised  the  faithful  creature  in 
her  arms,  and  bearing  him  safely  through 
the  flames  wreathing  the  window,  she  laid 
him  down  beside  the  lake.  He  licked  her 
hand,  and  expired  in  this  last  act  of  fawn- 
ing love.  Julia  had  regained  all  her  pre- 
sence of  mind,  without  faltering  or  shrink- 
ing. She  examined  Allaster's  wounds. 
They  were  severe  and  dangerous.  The 
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bullet  had  passed  through  his  arm,  break- 
ing one  bone,  and  then  it  had  lodged  deep 
in  his  breast. 

"  Leave  me,  Brian !"  she  said,  "  I  will 
dress  his  wounds — save  your  master's  bro- 
ther !" 

"  No,  Banthierna,  no  !"  said  Brian. 
"  He  is  doomed — tyrant  and  apostate. 
Every  man  on  your  land  and  on  his,  is 
sworn  against  him.  1  would  have  shot 
him  like  a  mad  dog  long  ago,  only  for  fear 
that  Una  might  curse  her  father." 

Brian  turned  away.  The  rest  of  O'Con- 
nor's followers,  who  had  been  outstripped 
by  Brian,  now  came  up,  and,  gathered  in  a 
stern  triumphant  band  on  the  shore,  they 
watched  the  progress  of  the  flames  con- 
suming the  cottage,  but  made  no  effort  to 
arrest  them ;  but  though  cruel  in  ven- 
geance, they  were  full  of  tenderness  and 
delicacy  for  Julia — they  intruded  not  on 
her  while  she  knelt  beside  Allaster.  She 
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tore  bandages  from  her  dress  and  bound 
up  his  wounds,  she  bathed  his  brow  with 
water  from  the  lake,  and  soon  her  care 
was  repaid  by  the  return  of  life  and  con- 
sciousness. He  took  Julia's  hand  in  his 
feeble  clasp. 

"  Thank  God,  I  have  not  killed  my  bro- 
ther," he  murmured.  At  that  moment  a 
fiercer  flame  burst  from  the  cottage.  "  Let 
them  save  my  father's  home  !  Brian" — 
he  exclaimed,  as  he  started  up  and  saw  all 
the  full  horror  of  the  scene,  "  Brian,  save 
my  brother !"  * 

He  sank  back  exhausted.  It  was  too 
late  to  save  Edward.  The  flames  burst 
from  the  roof  of  the  cottage — it  fell  in 
with  a  crash,  and  dark  volumes  of  smoke 
rolled  over  the  ruins.  The  renegade  found 
an  unhallowed  grave  on  the  hearth  of  his 
father's  home. 

Julia  hid  her  face  in  her  hands.  Brian 
looked  steadily  on  the  smoking  ruins  and 
muttered — 
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"  There  he  lies — with  the  curse  of  the 
widow  and  orphan,  the  curse  of  the  priest, 
and  the  curse  of  the  father  that  he 
robbed  of  his  child  on  his  head.  But 
may  God  have  mercy  on  his  soul !" 

"  Amen,"  was  the  response  of  the  crowd, 
and  every  man  there  crossed  himself  as 
he  muttered  a  prayer  for  the  soul  of  the 
apostate. 

A  boat  lay  moored  under  the  cottage. 
They  manned  her  and  formed  a  bed  of 
heath  and  cloaks,  and  the  coats  of  the  men, 
in  the  stern.  There  they  laid  Allaster. 
Through  the  long  night  Julia's  arm  sup- 
ported him;  her  hand  bathed  his  brow 
and  held  the  cup  to  his  lip  ;  he  could  feel 
the  full  beating  of  her  heart  against  his 
cheek,  which  was  pillowed  on  her  breast. 
The  dawn  of  a  summer  morning  lighted 
them  to  Castle  Herbert. 

Lord  Deepdene  arrived  the  next  day ; 
his  presence  and  his  kindness  somewhat 
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supported  Julia  under  the  suffering  which 
she  endured.  For  days  and  nights  she 
watched  beside  Allaster's  pillow ;  she 
alone  could  soothe  him — her  voice  alone 
could  calm  the  delirium  of  fever  and  the 
fretfulness  of  pain.  In  spite  of  her 
anxious  precautions  he  had  learned  the 
details  of  Edward's  death,  and  in  the 
dreams  of  his  feverish  sleep  that  fearful 
scene  was  ever  present — he  acted  it  over 
again — he  suffered — he  struggled, — the  fire 
closed  round  him, — Edward  called  on  him 
in  vain  for  aid.  Julia  alone  could  dispel 
those  visions — from  her  hand  alone  would 
he  take  the  medicines  ordered  for  him — 
her  hand  alone  would  he  allow  to  touch 
his  wounds.  Days  passed  on,  and  yet  no 
hopes  of  recovery.  The  doctors  looked 
gloomy.  Lord  Deepdene  gazed  on  Julia 
with  a  poignant  compassion.  Had  she 
looked  in  his  face,  she  must  have  read  her 
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doom,  but  her  eyes  never  wandered  from 
Allaster. 

One  evening,  the  fifteenth  from  the  fatal 
night  in  Glen  Clara,  as  she  sat  beside  his 
pillow,  and  watched  over  his  slumbers, 
the  first  pang  of  dread  shot,  like  a  spasm, 
through  her  heart.  Could  it  be  that  she 
should  lose  him  ?  She  shrank  from  the 
torturing  thought,  and  'yet  her  tears  fell 
fast  on  his  bed.  He  woke,  and,  as  always, 
she  was  the  first  object  that  his  eyes 
sought  for. 

"Julia,"  he  said,  "  send  for  the  clergy- 
man, for  ere  I  go  hence  I  must  be  married 
to  you  according  to  the  laws  of  your 
country.  Let  me  see  Lord  Deepdene." 

Lord  Deepdene  approved  of  0  Connor's 
wish  to  have  his  marriage  legally  solem- 
nized. He  retired  to  make  the  necessary 
arrangements,  and  Julia  remained  alone 
with  her  husband. 
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"  Julia,  I  have  not  long  to  live — the 
pain  has  ceased,  and  death  has  begun. 
Think  of  me,  and  love  me,  when  I  am 
gone — for  I  loved  you  to  the  last.  You 
were  my  all." 

"  Oh,  Allaster,  how  can  I  live  without 
my  life  ?"  she  murmured,  as  the  scorch- 
ing tears  forced  themselves  between  her 
fingers.  "  My  Allaster,  what  is  life  with- 
out you  ?" 

The  glory  of  the  sunset  rested  on  moun- 
tain, wood,  and  river.  Allaster  smiled 
faintly. 

"  See,  Julia,  how  the  sunset  rests  on  our 
own  dear  wood !" 

Julia  looked,  and  her  heart  throbbed 
with  passionate  agony  as  she  remembered 
the  hopes  and  the  happiness  she  had  en- 
joyed when  she  wandered  through  that 
wood  with  Allaster. 

"  Allaster,  I  feel  that  we  shall  not  long 
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be   parted."     She   threw   herself    on    her' 
knees  in  an  irrepressible  agony  of  grief. 

"  Be  calm,  Julia,  and  cheer  me  to  the 
last  with  your  love.  I  have  not  lived  in 
vain — I  have  lived  to  love  you,  and  you 
are  mine.  My  wife — my  love." 

Julia's  heart  was  breaking.  She  felt 
that  her  life  was  linked  with  Allaster's, 
and  this  thought  enabled  her  to  meet  her 
fearful  trial  more  calmly. 

The  night  passed  on.  Allaster  slept  a 
little,  with  Julia's  hand  in  his,  and  her 
head  on  his  pillow.  When  the  surgeons 
dressed  his  wounds  on  the  following  morn- 
ing, they  gave  up  all  hope.  He  had  but  a 

' 
few  hours  to  live.     He  saw  the  sentence 

in  their  looks,  and  he  asked  them  to  tell 
him  the  truth.  They  told  him  their  opinion 
without  disguise.  He  thanked  them  for 
their  candour,  and  asked  for  Lord  Deep- 
dene. 
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"  My  time  is  short — I  have  much  to  do 
— send  for  the  clergyman  and  the  priest, 
they  alone  can  aid  me  now." 

The  clergyman  came.  For  the  second 
time  Allaster  O'Connor's  marriage  service 
was  read  over  a  death-bed.  It  was  soon 
ended.  And  the  clergyman  retired.  Lord 
Deepdene  carried  Julia  out  of  the  room. 
She  had  but  enough  of  life  left  to  feel  her 
agony. 

The  priest  remained  with  Allaster. 
When  his  solemn  ministry  was  ended, 
Julia  returned  to  the  side  of  her  husband. 
Her  despair  was  calmed,  but  the  spring  of 
life  was  broken.  She  knew  it,  and  was 
glad. 

"  Julia,  I  am  happy — we  shall  soon 
meet — you  will  be  true  to  me  until  we 
meet  hereafter." 

"  True  to  you  for  ever !"  murmured 
Julia. 


264  JULIA    HOWARD. 

"  Come  to  me — let  me  lay  my  head  on 
your  bosom  once  more."  She  did  so.  He 
slept,  and  for  a  time  she  heard  his  low 
regular  breathing ;  then  that  breath  be- 
came more  faint  and  irregular — his  hand 
closed  convulsively  on  her's — he  opened 
his  eyes — looked  at  her — met  her  gaze  of 
anguish — he  murmured  her  name — and 
then  muttered  a  word  of  prayer — a  shud- 
der— a  sigh — and  all  was  over.  Julia  was 
alone  in  the  desolate  world. 

At  first  Julia's  grief  was  calm  and  quiet 
— it  was  the  stillness  of  despair.  She  was 
stunned  by  the  blow.  The  shock  deprived 
her  of  the  power  of  feeling.  Save  breath 
and  pulse  she  retained  naught  of  life.  But 
when  the  preparations  for  the  funeral, 
when  the  wail  of  the  women,  when  the 
coffin  and  the  bier  roused  her  from  her 
trance  of  despair,  her  grief  changed  into 
frenzy.  By  force  only  could  they  tear  her 
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from  the  lifeless  forffiNj"  him  she  loved  so 
well.  At  length  they  did  remove  her — 
the  coffin-lid  was  screwed  down — the  final 
separation  was  consummated — they  were 
parted.  It  was  too  much  for  Julia. 

That  night  she  was  in  a  brain  fever. 
Lord  Deepdene  watched  over  his  niece 
with  a  father's  love.  The  care  of  friends, 
the  skill  of  physicians,  all  was  vain.  The 
blow  had  struck  home  to  the  heart.  She 
never  recovered  her  reason — she  never 
more  knew  the  loss  she  had  sustained. 
After  a  few  days  of  wild  delirium  she 
died.  She  shared  her  husband's  grave. 
Happy  at  last ! 

Lord  Deepdene's  son,  as  her  nearest  re- 
lative, inherited  her  estates,  but  among 
the  deep  glens  of  the  Far  West  the  gallant 
O'Connor,  and  the  angel  Julia,  were  long 
remembered  with  love  and  sorrow.  The 
grief  of  the  poor  peasants  was  true  and 
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deep,  for  they  mourned  the  loss  of  their 
protectors,  whose  bounty  soothed  their 
indigence,  and  whose  loss  left  them  poor 
indeed. 


THE    END. 
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